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Notice To READER 


When you finish 
reading this magazine 
place a I-cent stamp 
on this notice, mail 
the magazine, and it 
will be placed in the 
hands of our soldiers 
or sailors destined to 
proceed over-seas. 
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ADDRESS 
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Nujol for constipation 
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As a child she is health incarnate. She will keep that clear-eyed 

charm all her life if she is taught the priceless habit of regularity 

now. NUJOL will make her—and you—regular as clockwork. 
It is absolutely harmless. Try it. 


On sale at all drug stores. Send soc. and we will ship new 


kit size to United States soldiers and sailors anywhere. 


STANDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY) 


BAYONNE NEW JERSEY 


















“REGULAR AS CLOCKWORK” 
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Every-Day Life 


of a Rookie 


Things that 
Happen in the 





Tue Post Carp PHOTOGRAPHERS 


These commercial hypnotists, under patriotic 
pretence, work pictorial wonders—and 
the more susceptible rookies. 





“SALLY SuDs,”’ 
Monopo ist 


THe BARGAIN 
TEMPTERS 
Sofa Pillows, Pen- 
nants, Hat Cords, 
Leggin’ Shoe Laces, 
Handkerchiefs and 
Jewelry. 


Really, you don’t 
know whether water 
has been wasted on 
your duds when they 
come back. 
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Tuey Are Sure THERE’s A WAR OR SOMETHIN’ 


A Blue Ridge Mountain Family watching “The Boys” 
march to the range. 


Drawn by Lauren Stout 


Co. E., 107th Infantry, Camp 


Wadsworth, Spartan- : ng 
burg, S. & Cakes and Stories of the Civil War. 
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Drawn by R. B. Futter 
THe GREAT SprinG DIveE 


How it seemed to Jimmy the first time he took the plunge 
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Less and Less 


Being an Illustration of the Virtue of Ambiguity 
By D. B. Van Buren 


Illustrated by ALBERT LEVERING 


EN readily fall under 

the dominionof phrases. 

Epochs have been ob- 

sessed by catch-words, 
and now we have an age spellbound 
by a syllable. Take any simple, 
friendly word that you have 
known and loved from childhood, 
add “LESS” to it and at once it 
becomes a cross between a fetich 
and a cyclone—no one knows 
what it will do or where to go to 
escape it. 

Grimley thought of this as he’ 
contemplated the new fireless 
cooker. Its varnished exterior 
roused his suspicions. It has the 
specious plausibility of the polished 
villain in contrast with the rustic 
honesty of stove lids, and he wondered how any good 
thing could come out of it. 

**Am I expected to believe,” he asked Mrs. Grimley, 
“that you seriously propose to cook serious meals in 
that tin can, and without any fire?” 

“Certainly,” she told him, “everyone does. You 
simply put the things in, shut down the lid and leave 
them. They can’t possibly burn and you save any 
amount of coal or gas, whichever you use.” 





A MorTruer Micut THE Bopy 
OF A SLAIN CHILD 


Grimley was incredulous, recall- 
ing the dictum of the eminent Hun 
philosopher to the effect that 
women can’t even cook; but he 
had heard of people using fireless 
cookers, so he thought it might 
be well to await results before 
venturing any comments. 

For a week, he feasted high on 
the output of the fireless cooker. 
To Mrs. Grimley it was a new toy, 
and with an instruction book in 
one hand and a disc hook in the 
other, she made it work. But 
women go out occasionally, leaving 
the affairs of the household hang- 
ing on the precarious thread of the 
masculine intelligence, hence it 
was no surprise to Grimley, on 
arriving home at noon, to find his lunch laid out on 
the table and a note reposing on his plate, the writing 
showing signs of haste and emotion. It said: 

“Put the chicken in the fireless cooker. It is all 
ready in the ice box as soon as you come home and 
don’t forget the soapstone discs and be sure and clamp 
the lid down tight and be sure and shut the ice box and 
don’t forget as you always do and empty the ice box 


99 


pan. 



































Tue Firetess Cooker Tuat Froze to DEATH 














The sense of the command 
was plain; its execution in- 
volved a measure of responsi- 
bility from which Grimley 
recoiled. However, his din- 
ner was involved, so he 
braced up and tackled the 
apparatus. Cautiously lift- 
ing the lid, he peered within. 
Nothing could be more reas- 
suring than the bland inte- 
rior which, he was relieved 
to find, was free of the me- 
chanical complications he had 
dreaded. The bird was in 
the refrigerator as per sched- 
ule, and withdrawing it from 
its cold seclusion, he laid it 
tenderly in the cooker and 


closed the lid. The soap- 
stone discs troubled him. 
He saw them lying there 


peacefully, but why the deuce 
he should be compelled to 





courage, she extracted the 
icy remains and held them 
out reproachfully towards 
Grimley, as a mother might 
the body of a slain child. 

“OQ, you idiot!” she cried, 
“now there’s no _ dinner! 
Didn’t you have sense enough 
to cook it first, and didn’t I 
tell you not to forget the soap- 
stone discs!” 

A sense of bitter wrong 
surged up in poor Grimley. 
“Cook it first!” he shouted, 
“haven’t you told me, time 
and again, that it is a FJ RE- 
LESS cooker? I did every- 
thing exactly as you said. 
You said to put in the 
chicken, and I did; you said 
to remember the discs and I 
have; if anything is wrong it 
is all your fault!” 

For a space, Mrs. Grimley 











recollect them he couldn’t 
imagine. He had always sup- 
posed the fireless cooker re- 
lied for its caloric upon some 
chemical, like radium, concealed in its interior, but pos- 
sibly this was all wrong. 

} This is an age of startling innovations, and if you 
can cure pneumonia by mental concentration, why 
could one not cook a chicken by the same simple expedi- 
ent? Possibly, the fireless cooker was a by-product of 
New Thought and cooked by suggestion. You thought 
of the soapstone and this cooked the bird. Viewed in 
this light, the injunction as to the discs became intelli- 
gible; at any rate, he could do no more, so he con- 
scientiously clamped the lid and went away. “Now,” 
he thought, “‘we will see what the blamed thing is good 
for!” 

It was a hard afternoon for Grimley. The shadow 
of the soapstone discs darkened his life, haunting him 
like a crime that will not down; so it was with a sense 
of relief that he opened the door to his wife at six 
o’clock. 

“Did you remember to put in the chicken?” 
asked, before she was fairly inside the door. 

“Certainly,” said Grimley, looking aggrieved, “I 
never forget anything!” 

“Humph!” snorted Mrs. Grimley. “Well, I must 
hurry and get it out. You can overdo things in a fireless 
cooker. It’s been in five hours.” And she made for the 
kitchen, Grimley following with hope and fear contend- 
ing for the mastery of his soul. 

She threw’ back the lid, peered curiously in, then 
drew back as from the edge of an abyss. Grimley didn’t 


she 





Tue SHADOW OF THE Suauaneinn Discs 
DarRKENED His LIFE 


lost her customary command 
of the resources of the lan- 
guage. When she did speak, it 
was with ominous calmness. 

“Henry,” she said, “it is clear you do not under- 
stand English. This is a FIRELESS cooker, and just 
as on wheatless days you get along on a little less wheat 
than usual, so in a fireless cooker you get along with a 
little less fire than usual—that’s all; but to impress this 
simple fact on you, this will be a dinnerless night, 
when you will get less—much less—dinner than 
usual.” 

And as Grimley dined on a plate of cold oatmeal 
porridge, he thought sadly of the power of language to 
conceal thought. 


The Cause of the Uproar 
W, that rumpus don’t amount to anything,” reassuringly 
said the landlord of the Petunia tavern. ‘“‘It is just two 
oldest inhabitants having their everyday argue. Uncle Tobe 
Tuck is ninety-three years old, and in all his life has never 
tasted liquor, used tobacco, bet on a horserace, and so on and so 
forth, and claims that he alone is the oldest inhabitant. Old 
Simon Sussions isn’t presizely sure about his age, and most of his 
life has done quite copiously all the things that Uncle Tobe 
hasn’t, and contends that he himseif is the only oldest inhabi- 
tant. 

“Tobe says Sime has lived so fast that in years he isn’t 
no-ways as old as he looks. Sime declares that Tobe hasn’t 
really lived so thundering much longer than some other people, 
but that he has lived so slowly that it has seemed longer. And 
so they go, round and round, day after day, like the ragged ras- 
cal running round the rugged rock, in the story, and never 










like her expression as she glanced at him. Regaining arriving anywhere.” 
i ) 
- - ' “ 
” " - OU OLD BRAG! Don? $B wate! — J} 
on mag NEw AAAs vacs, ia  Unun ib om “) 1 7H) ’ = Pe LLIN Ay — oi HuH! Aw Sey wget 
4) Lia SS, fin “Po, \ HENRIETTAS! \ SY @ 5 Se0r % e & NOvER: ay 7 
A {ns ee KNow ' "pout ¢ - XA Twer Re By 6 
WN ™ D) swe ey ies TEN 3 es crash ‘< Nese ‘, ONG We /3s 
er Hees a Ane cee Sy 4 nl a SAD er Sy es {aun OF 
‘« y 2 " 
oe EEG! |! Vas yet? 39S © aes Sax &: © liyle 


Drawn by Zim 


Proup PARENTAGE IN THE BARNYARD 














Egg View Notes 
By Lesutre Van Every 


ORNY PAINE has come into the pos- 
> session of a long piece of rope which 
he will carry around with him in his 
second-hand Pollywog automobile. Some 
day he hopes to come driving into Egg View 
with the rope fastened to the back end of 
the machine. 

Tink Nitz read the other day of a party 
who wanted to sell a live rattlesnake. ‘Tink 
don’t care to buy any, as he claims he has 
enough in his back lot to run him a long 
time. 

Muley Cannon, who was in Pollywog on 
important business Tuesday, took a close 
look at a woman on the street wearing a 
high-grade string of pearls around her neck. 
If he had seen her with it on, in a picture 
play, Corny says he might have been able to 
tell how she got hold of it. 

Corny Paine is overhauling the engine on 
his second-hand Pollywog automobile. It 
runs pretty good, but one of the important- 
sounding noises has been missing on the past 
few trips, and he don’t like it. 

Truman Bilge spent Tuesday afternoon 
trying to pry a big turtle out of Moon 
Lake. 








Naturally 


Halligan—I guess that out of town friend of 
Jack’s had never been at a wedding where they 
had ushers. 

Douxley 
—Why? 

Halligan— 
I heard him | 
asking one of 
them for a 
program. 














Drawn by H. C. GRreENING 


The Collector: I-I-If I S-Slip with This I'll Be S-S-Souvenirs Myself! 


The Handy Man 


By Tom P. Morcan 
T's handy man’s little old fix-it shop is down the street a short way. The 





kids all over the neighborhood think that what he-can’t do or make can- 

not be done or made. The puzzles he concocts from wire and the chains 
he whittles out of wood are really astonishing. He tinkers the balky lawn 
mowers for blocks around, and occasionally mows most of the lawn for some 
little boy who has tackled more than he can accomplish. When any of the 
children are ailing the handy man is called in, and if there isn’t much the 
matter with Willie or Dorothy he does just about as well as the doctor, and 
doesn’t charge a cent, either. : 

Often on pleasant afternoons he wheels paralyzed Mr. Feebles around in 
his chair while Pheeny goes to market. And it was he who persuaded young 
Elwood Dabble to quit lopping over pool tables and got a job for him. When 
Roy and Dimple Smith had such a row about nothing in particular that it looked 
as if a divorce was the only outcome, the handy man got ’em together somehow, 
and they are as happy as clams now. He is the most satisfactory pallbearer 
in the whole’ neighborhood, and a first-rate weather prophet. And when the 
Bunkum baby got a bean up its nose the handy man knew right away what to do. 

Drawn by Orson Lowe. And so we were all pretty sorry for him when the little speck of money that 
Litrte Emmty’s Ipea or a “Straicut- he had saved and put into oil stocks was lost. But “Easy comes and easy goes!” 
FORWARD” PERSON says the handy man, and set to work harder than ever in his little old fix-it shop. 
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False Faces 
By Kate B. Burton 
M * HUSBAND is so patriotic, he would do anything 


for the government. 

Elise has never had the least trouble in keeping up 
with her classes, but her eyes are bothering her now, and | 
am afraid we will have to take her out of school. 

Yes, our orchids are rather nice this winter. 

I gave more than I could really afford to the Red Cross 

drive, and it leaves me rather— 

Our second man has been drafted, and we have about given 
up trying to fill his place. 

Gerald was determined not to ask exemption. He is in 
the Law Department at Washington. 

My cook does all our fancy desserts herself; I never have 
to order a thing from the confectioner. 

Dr. Cuttem considers it the most serious operation of the 
sort he has ever undertaken. I was on the operating table 
over two hours— 

You know I am pledged to Surgical Dressings for three 
days a week, and allow no social engagements to interfere 
with my work. 

Mr. Highnote is urging me to let my daughter try her 
voice in concert. 

Certainly, I am in favor of Prohibition for this coun- 
try. Do order a cocktail, we are all so tired. 





Drawn by Avex Sass 
rawn by s War Gardens 


Wirey (to newly commissioned subaltern)—Quick! Fred, ‘ me . . 
( : ny: ete a If war gardeners do not utilize every available foot of ground this 


there are two privates coming down the street. I wish you'd 


go and stand at the gate so I can watch you being saluted. year they should at least use every yard—particularly the back yards 
When Spring Arrives That’s the Question 
“T always leave off my flannels on the first of May.” Adoring mama—lIsn’t Clarissa’s violin playing wonderful? 
“Quite so, Algy. And when do you feel safe in leaving off | And she has taken but six lessons. 
your spats?” Grimguy—On what has she taken them, ma’am? 


Animal Study 

Little Georgia and Marion 
had spent the day in the park in 
company with a party of rela- 
tives. They had been shown 
the animals, including the alli- 
gators. 

On the return trip home 
little Georgia was very quiet. 
At last she said: ‘Grandma, 
what was that animal with the 
big mouth?” 

Little Marion (not waiting 
for grandmother to reply) spoke 
up: “‘Why, Georgia, don’t you 
know that was an elevator.” 


Explained 

Willis—Has your son start- 
ed in at college yet? 

Gillis—Yes. I went down 
the first week he was there and 
paid $800 worth of bills. 

Willis—Great Scott, isn’t he 
extravagant? 

Gillis—O, those were bills 
that I ran when I was in col- 
lege. The tradesmen wouldn’t A New Boms 
trust him until they were paid. A certain private in a ball game behind the American lines has just made a home run 
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SomeHow I Feet Tuat He’tut Not Be Back 


Why Can’t I Be a HeroP 
By Don HERoLD 


With an Illumination by Tue AuTHOR 


ALWAYS know when I am wounded. When 
anybody shoots me, I never lose a minute in 
getting the bullet extracted. I am no good at 
carrying bullets around. Being stabbed bothers 
me, too. When I am bleeding buckets full of 
blood from a stab wound, I try my best to toss the 
thing off carelessly and say “It’s nothing. ’Snothing 
at all,” but I invariably wince under a dagger. 
There was the time Sure Death Dan shot me in the 
heart in a saloon in the North Woods. I tried to laugh 
the matter off and invite everybody to have a drink, 
but I curled up in a wad and flopped to the floor and was 
in bed three days. When I felt the bullet, I didn’t even 
take time to whirl around with my arms in the air and 
stretch out full length on the bar room floor. 
When I hold up a train, I tell my men to go the 


limit. Try my best, I can’t think of a single ethical 
touch. I tell my men to get everything they can, and 
to cut the throat of every man or woman who resists 
robbery. “Cut the women’s throats!” asked one of 
my men in astonishment, as I was instructing them for 
a robbery one day. “Yes,” I replied. That very 
day I saw one of my men hitting a beautiful woman, 
as we were going through a parlor car, and something 
within me told me I ought to knock him flat and 
humiliate him, but, instead, I said: “That’s the way 
to treat them, Oscar—when necessary.” It probably 
made me unpopular with every woman on that car. 
At least, I have never been invited into any of their 
homes. 

I never have any fun, either, when the police are 
after me. One time there were seven of them after me 





. 


in a hotel in Los Angeles. 
I was in a room on the 
sixteenth floor. I heard 
them coming up the fire 
escape. I looked out of 
the window on the other 
side of the room, and I 
could have jumped twenty 
feet and landed on the 
roof of a_ twelve-story 
building on the other side 
of the alley and crawled 
down a skylight three 
blocks away, but some- 
how I had the impulse to 
walk out of my room and 
go down in the elevator, 
and I did. I walked out 
the front door of the hotel 
and saw the police running around on top of all the 
buildings in the neighborhood. One of them was 
climbing a flagpole, thousands of feet above the street. 
It is that way with all my escapes. I positively abhor 
them—all of them. 

The four times that I have fallen over precipices 
(twice in a Ford racer, and twice on horseback) I have 
narrowly escaped death. I was never in the hospital 
less than five months. I always try to shake off the 
horse or the Ford (like a bed cover) and stagger to a 
nearby spring for complete revivification, but preci- 
pices put me out cold. It is always nauseating to me, 
and I get tangled up in the steering gear, with my hands 
all bent in under me and my head covered up so that my 
face doesn’t show at all, and, usually, with my feet 
sticking up in the air. Beautiful women shun me when I 
fall off of cliffs. It is usually some rheumatic old farmer 
who picks me up. 


Why, Mr. Herold, 
hot 
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If only I could be wounded and not know it for 
a couple of weeks— 





One night a man who 


Why, sol ams 
I wonder 
Where J 

Dot 

those 


was, at that time, par- 
ticularly obnoxious to me, 
was lighting a cigarette in 
an alcove in a “dobe hut 
across the street from my 
hotel. I had a Maxim 
silencer on my revolver 
and thought it would be 
good sport to shoot the 
match out of his hand. 
It was one of the darkest 
nights I ever saw, and it 
was the opportunity of 
my lifetime. I shot. I 
hit a wooden pump thirty- 
five feet to the right of my 
enemy. I found the bul- 
let there the next morning. 

I am perhaps one of the hardest drinkers who ever 
dashed a glass of whiskey into his throat. I drink 
maliciously. Yet one of the saddest things in my life 
is my incapacity for strong drink. I remember one 
night in Mexico when I was particularly troubled about 
things. I had killed a banker, and things looked very 
bad for me. The next morning I must explain to his 
widowed mother. Just before the Crossbones Bar 
closed for the night I bought a gallon and a half of their 
most potent whiskey and asked permission of the bar- 
tender to stand at the bar and drink all night, so that 
dawn would find me there at the bar with bowed head and 
an empty whiskey bottle at my finger tips—repentant, 
clear headed, in fine fettle to meet the banker’s mother 
and makeanexplanation. But theclock struck twelve- 
thirty, one, one-thirty—and that is the last I remember. 
I fell sound asleep, and slept right through my appoint- 
ment with the banker’s mother and never did see her. 





DON HEROLD 
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Neighbors 


By Kennetu L. Roserts 

EIGHBORS are folk who live in one’s vicin- 
N ity and come to cali when one is particularly 
desirous that they shouldn’t. Viewed from 
another angle, they are folk on whom one may call 
when in need of relaxation and amusement, without 
stopping to think whether one’s call will or will not 
be convenient for them. The only places where 
one can escape neighbors are the midst of a howling 
wilderness, or the heart of a large city. Even in 
the wilderness one is likely to be visited by someone 
who lives 350 miles away, and who claims the right 
to borrow one’s lawn-mower on the ground that 
he is one’s next-door neighbor. Some people can’t 
get along with their neighbors. These folk give 
the neighbors something to laugh about, thus 
justifying their existence in some small degree. 
The world would be a far more unsatisfactory 
place in which to live if we couldn’t privately 
criticize our neighbors’ methods of spending their 

money and bringing up their children. 





It’s An Ill Wind, Etc. 


ane ay ee San Hokus—Polly Peaches displays poor taste in 
ss “ c - = aye re 
“Aren’t you going to help your little brother mow the lawn?” . always going out in a high wind 
“I’m a captain an’ he’s a private—whoever heard of a captain mowing . 4 ; 
the lewal” Pokus—Yes, but she shows good form. 


And that’s the way my life is. It’s a darn dull Hubby to the Rescue 

life. I don’t see why I can’t be a hero. If I “Green is very trying to my complexion.” 

could just be wounded—just once—and never “It is, indeed. Better let me carry your money, my dear.” 
know it for a couple of weeks, and then have some- 
body else call my attention to the fact, preferably 
a beautiful, beautiful, beautiful girl, who, ap- 
preciating my nonchalance, would silhouette me 
to her bosom in the moonlight, or ride with me on 
horseback across the desert out of sight of the 
eye! 


“ Putting "Em Over the Plate ” 


By Terre tt Love Hotuipay 


T college he worried his dad, 
Whose dismal conjectures, transmitted in lectures, 
Had little effect on the lad. 
His birdling athletic made father splenetic, 
And he was unthrilled by the line 
Which told of son’s triumph, but read with a dry umph! 
‘I’m now on the Varsity nine. 
Dear daddy, I’m pitching some ball that’s bewitching, 
With victories only, to date. 
You ought to be pleased, sir. As if they were greased, sir, 
I’m putting ’em over the plate. 
Yours, Vance.” 


The note was the last that pa heard 

From ball-playing sonny. He asked for no money. 

In weeks he’d not written a word, 

And mother cried, ‘‘ Better dispatch a night letter.” 

The answer was awful. It ran: 

“Your son has departed. A search has been started. 

Will telegraph more when we can.” 

Proud parents, though crying, a banner are flying, Becton by ©. Wh: Eee \ 

For services rendered the state. ; 4 

Spread out on the table is Vance’s brief cable: Suppose THE Kaiser Hearp OF IT 

“I’m putting ’em over the plate— Von Plotz has just been informed that during the playing of the Star- 
In France.” Spangled Banner his hair remained standing 
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Drawn by Joun B. Grue.te 


Yaprp’s Corners Sees Its First Army AEROPLANE AND SENSES THE REALITY oF WAR 

















Drawn by BarkspaLe Rocers 
Acinc BackwarD 


Bess—And will you love me when I am old, and gray? 
Bob—I will—but you'll prefer a twenty-year-old lounge liz- 


The Maiden I Dote On Today 


By Cuinton ScoLi_arp 


ER eyes are as blue as the seas 
From which Aphrodite arose; 


Her voice has the lilt of the breeze, 


Or rillet that ripplingly flows; 
She has a most lovable nose, 
The style that they term retroussé; 
She’s fond both of bonnets and beaux, 
The maiden I dote on today! 


Before her discomfiture flees 
Whenever, wherever she goes; 
Her air is the acme of ease 
From her gold crown of hair to her toes; 
Her lips seem not shapen for prose 
But rather to rhyme time away, 
And she always makes light of her woes, 
The maiden I dote on today! 


She cares not for tattle or teas, 

And scorns the society pose; 
She’d rather be out with the bees, 

Or footing afar through the snows; 

Her cheeks have the tint and the glows 
Of wild apple blossoms in May, 

Such charm on her nature bestows, 
The maiden I dote on today! 

ENVOY 

Tomorrow—but nobody knows 

What that may bring forth, so I say 


—— 


Se 








ard at that age! , i ; 
This ballade is just to disclose 


Service The maiden I dote on today! 

By Liste BELL | 

DON’T think I shall stop at that hotel again. Immaterial 

{ I wanted to take an early train, and I thought Cynicus—Flubdub acts like a man who has been disap- ’ 
I’d better leave a call with the clerk. pointed in love. 

There was a telephone in the room. I took down the Sillicus—Nonsense! Why, he has been married four times. 
receiver and waited. They were a bit slow answering Cynicus—Well, what of it? | 
the signal, I thought. I dare say . 
I teetered the receiver hook up 
and down a few times. 

I must have dozed a little, sitting 
there with the receiver to my ear. 

All at once I heard the voice of 
the operator. 

“I'd like to leave a call for six 
a. m.,” I said. 

A suppressed yawn came over 
the wire. 

** All right, dearie,” said a sweet 
voice, “but it’s a quarter to six, 
now.” 

I must have slept through the 
night at the phone. 

I don’t think I shall stop at that 
hotel again. That really isn’t very 
good service, you know. 


























Food for Thought 
Mr. Matter—You ought to see the | 
play I was telling you about. It cer- ; 
tainly made me think. 




















OuTSPOKEN 


Miss Mind—One of these miracle Wifey—I certainly was outspoken in my sentiments at the meeting this afternoon. 
plays, I suppose. Hubby—lIs it possible? Who in the world outspoke you? 











Proof 
Milly—Men are more 
conceited than women. 
Billy—Nonsense! Every 
man at some time in his life 
has told some woman he 


hy, wasn’t worthy of her. 


The Morning After 


” HIS village seems to 
I be a total ruin,” 
said the man who 

was looking over the pic- 
tures, “but I can’t figure 
out whether it has just had a 


battle or a street carnival.” 
Standing Together 


aL She—I wonder why he is 
3 so apologetic for the Kaiser? 
y He—Class sympathy, I 
q Dov guess. You see, his father 
Zp HiRoLD = was an apartment house 


Uncle Ike Murmurs 

“Whenever any man,” 
murmurs Uncle Ike, “‘com- 
mences fer to talk to me 
about his soul, I sez to my- 





self I’ve flushed a nut.” Drawn by Don HeErotp . janitor. 
The girl: Oh, how refreshing! 
How It Happened The Way She Felt About It 

Reformer—How was it you never came under the ennobling Mabel—Of course, Mildred, I don’t intend to marry Percy. 
influence of the uplift movement in your early days? Mildred—Then why in the world did you accept him? 

Convict—I was good when I was young and kept out of Mabel—Well, he’s a nice fellow, you know, and I didn’t want 
prison. “ to set a bad example to the other girls. 

The Test When Patience Goes Out of the Virtue Business 

‘How are you going to tell whether this piece of furniture “There is a time in every man’s life when he absolutely 
is antique or not?” gives up hope,” said the melancholy-looking man in the corner. 

“Quite easily. If it isn’t, it falls to pieces in about three ‘“‘When he fails in business, or something?” asked the sym- 
weeks.” pathetic-looking man across. 


**No—the last ten minutes when his wife is getting dinner.” 
Cause for Pessimism 
Ted—I wouldn’t feel so down-hearted about it. A woman Same Type 
has been known to change her mind. Mrs. Jackson—Dat baby ob you’s am de puffec’ image ob 
Ned—But she’s much more likely to do it after she has said his daddy. 
“Yes” than when she has told you “ No.” Mrs. Johnsing—He suah am. He am a reg’lar carbon copy. 


Sackcloth and Ashes: 4y Walt Mason 


HE news from France is sometimes sad; it Thus I proceed from bunch to bunch, and chirp my 
tells us of reverses; and yet you cannot cheerful chatter, and soon the town regains its punch, 
help, my lad, by springing tears and curses. and nothing is the matter. 


Far better wear a gaudy smile than hand Oh, men are much like dippy sheep; they chase the 
out tearful sermons; a goat welose.oncein old bell wether; and if that beast elects to weep, they 

a while, but still we'll can the Germans. all will wail together. 
When news comes in of a retreat, of Prussian rage If one man walks the village street, with teardrops 


and pillage, an epidemic of cold feet attacks my native from him dripping, the chances are the men he’ll meet 
village. I see the people wringing hands, they’re wilt- will all start bawling, yipping. But if he blithely takes 
ing, pale and drooping; they cry, “The foe triumphant his way and says the world’s a hummer, he’ll make the 
stands! All’s over but the whooping! We might as population gay as whip-poor-wills in summer. 


well take in our sign, we’re licked before we’ve started! It is a time when every grouch is talking gloom and 
We'll spend our dark lives shedding brine, and weep- sorrow; he beefs until he seeks his couch, and he will 
ing, broken hearted.” beef tomorrow. It is a time of stress and strain, when 


Then I go round from group to group, and smile people need a tonic; and he is neither safe nor sane 
like bright Aurora, and say, “Come hither from the who would make sorrow chronic. 


soup—we’ll get the Teut’s Angora. Cheer up! Cheer The country needs your smile today, it needs the 
up! Grief I abhor; it suits my stomach poorly; cold cheerful charmer; the country needs the joyous jay as 
feet have never won a war, but nerve will doit, surely!” muchas ships and armor. 
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“A Goat We Lose Once 1n A Waite, But Stitt We’Lt CAN THE GERMANS” 
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REPRISALS 


Granny—I want you to take this with you, Fred; and the first time you fly over Berlin I want you to drop it—Hard! 


GAS AND SHRAPNEL 


By Benjamin De CasseEREs 


N the manner of Tantalus and Sisyphus, the Kaiser 
will be forced “to do his bit” in Hades; he will 
be compelled to balance the Towers of the Cathedral 

of Rheims on a scrap of paper. 

France: a heart of flame in a breast of bronze. 
Even Jim the Penman wouldn’t counterfeit the 

Kaiser’s name on a scrap of paper. 

The Prussian heart is like a hand born with a thick, 
coarse glove over it—it fumbles and upsets, but it can- 
not feel. 

Scratch almost any human being and you will find a 
beast, but with the Prussian you can waive the scratching. 

The Kaiser is skating on such thin ice that if he is 
not careful he will have more water on the brain than 
usual. 

The eagle on the helmet of the Kaiser, who was 
promised frogs-legs in Paris some time ago, is now quite 
willing to compromise on sauerkraut and beer. 


The road from Liége to Cambrai is the German 
Rue de la Pay. 

German scholarship is so profound that no one has 
ever reached the bottom of it. 

Peace deferred maketh the Kaiser sick. 

A Bocheviki-Bolsheviki peace!—tell it to the 
Kaiser!—Munchausen’s dead! 

Satan: the first Fuel Administrator. 

The Kaiser is the hero of a thousand medals. 

Let not the Kaiser count his Russia before she’s 
hatched. 

Pleasure is a race-horse; pain is a tortoise. 

Civilization has weighed the Kaiser in the scales and 
he has been found vaunting. 

Empires and peoples go down to death and millions 
die in whirlpools of flame, but children still chase 
moonbeams and the smiles of beautiful Woman still 
enchants the heart. 
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All Alike—‘“‘Do you understand the 
Russian situation?” 

“No,” replied Senator Sorghum. “But 
that doesn’t matter. Nobody else under- 
stands it sufficiently to prevent my as- 
suming all kinds of superior knowledge, 
if I choose.” —Washington Star. 


The Bull by the Horns—There is 
going the rounds in Paris a characteristic 
story of M. Caillaux. The other Sunday 
afternoon he appeared for the last time 
before the committee of eleven charged 
with investigating his case. He had, as 
usual, staggered every one with the abso- 
lute coolness with which he met all 
charges. But when he left the chamber, 
in the darkness no cab was to be found. 
“‘Sapristi,” cried the deputy, as he looked 
in vain for a friendly “fiacre.”” Then an 
idea struck him, and he approached a 
motor-car containing detectives. “It is 
you who are shadowing me?” he ques- 
tioned. 


“Yes, monsieur.” 
“Very well, then; take me home,” 
said M. Caillaux, as he entered the 


police car.—Argonaut. 

His Suspicion — “The audience 
cheered constantly when you made your 
speech.” 

“Yes,” replied the rustic Senator, 
“they cheered every prominent name I 
mentioned. I began to suspect that 
they’d rather hear themselves cheer than 
listen to me talk.’”-—Washington Star. 


Everybody Good-natured Then 
“Will you give me some advice?” asked 
the youthful candidate. 

“Why, certainly, my boy,” answered 
the veteran campaigner. ‘The first thing 
for you to learn is that you can’t feel the 
public pulse by listening to what men 
say just after the drinks and cigars have 
been passed around.’’—Birmingham A ge- 


Herald. 


-“*So you ap- 
action in 


Helps the Labor Crisis 
prove of the Government’s 
taking over the railroads.” 


“Yep,” replied Mr. Growcher. “TI ap- 


prove of that and prohibition for several 
reasons, one of them being that now a lot 
of people can quit lecturing on the sub- 
ject and go to work.”’ 


-Washington Star. 


Granting a Ww ish 





SEAN ds 
“I asked her if I could see her home.” 


” 


** And what did she say? 
“Said she would send me a picture of it.” 
—Sydney Bulletin. 





AUTOS 





An Exploded Theory— Smith (at the 
wheel)—Do you know, I have a new 
theory about saving tires 

Nervous companion—Good 
What was that noise? 

Smith (wearily)—Only another theory 
-Baltimore American. 





heavens! 


exploded.- 


A Feminine Solomon—He—How 
about getting married? 

She—Getting married—if it’s the right 
girl—should double the life of your tires 


and cut your gasoline bill in two.”— 


St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


More Teutonic Ingenuity 
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LOVE 








Merely Duty—The girl—If you love 
me as you say you do, why are you so 
anxious to kiss Elsie? 

The man—Well, you see, every fellow in 
our set has kissed her, and I don’t want 
to seem snobbish.—M innea polis Tribune. 


One Sort—Beautiful Ernestine was 
sobbing as though her heart would break. 

“What is it, dear?” asked the girl 
friend. 

““W-why,” she sobbed, “I t-told Jack, 
after he proposed, to go up and see papa.” 

“What of that?” 

“Why, they*started playing cards, and 
now he goes up to see papa every night.” 
—Argonaut. 


More Data Wanted—He (after the 
proposal)—I’m getting $2,000 a year. 
Now, dearest, what is the least you think 
you can live on yearly? 

She—Well, how much credit can you 
get?—Boston Transcript. 


His Bet—Her—Thanks so much for 
this candy. You know I have a sweet 
tooth. 

Him—I—er—bet you also have a 
sweet mouth.—Florida Times-Union. 


A Loss of Beauty—‘I suppose the 
young men do not regard Miss Barrow- 
cliff as so handsome now that her father 
has lost his money.” 

“Well, they don’t think she has such 
a fine figure as she once had.”’—Pearson’s 
Weekly. 









Grace a cette nouvelle tondeuse, la coupe des cheveux se fait sans quitter la tranchée. 
Thanks to this new super-clipper, soldiers can now have their hair cut without leaving the 
trenches.—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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A Home Wrecked—‘“I understand 
Mrs. Gabson has left Mr. Gabson and 
gone home to her mother.” 

“Ves, a sad affair. She charges him 
with excessive cruelty.” 

“You surprise me. Gabson doesn’t 
look like a man who would beat his 
wife.” 

“Oh, he didn’t do anything of that sort. 
He got hold of a gas mask somewhere, 
and when Mrs. Gabson started one of her 
monologues he put it on.”—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


Dad Was Wise—When the conversa- 
tion turned to the subject of romantic 
marriage the pessimist volunteered this 
dialogue: 

“So you were married ten years ago. 
Took place in the church, I suppose with 
bridesmaids, flowers, cake, and the brass 
band?” 

“No; it was an elopement.” 

“An elopement, eh? Did the girl’s 
father follow you?” 

“Ves, and he has been with us ever 
since.” —Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


In Luck—Hobbs—I sometimes get 
angry with my wife. She monopolizes all 
the closet room for her clothes; does 
yours? 

Dobbs—Oh, she allows me a sort of 
parking privilege for a suit or two.— 
Boston Transcript. 


Mean—‘“T shall never forgive him.” 

“What has he done now?” 

“Here I am living every day on war 
time meals and last night he stayed down 
town and ate a large porterhouse steak 
with three business friends.””—Detroit 
Free Press. 


His Heavy Load—‘“TI thought I knew 
what it was to have responsibilities,” said 
the head of a large concern. 

“But you found yourself mistaken?” 

“Ves. My wife went away leaving a 
poodle, a Maltese cat, and a bowl of 
goldfish in my care.” —Birmingham A ge- 
Herald. 


The Better Way—‘‘They used to 
quarrel a great deal.” 

“Yes, but they’re getting along much 
better now.” 

“What happened?” 

“Nothing. He just discovered that in- 
stead of arguing it was easier and quicker 
to admit everything and ask forgiveness.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 


The Russian Stamp 





The German signature of peace.—La Victoire (Paris). 


His Independence—‘ Who is really 
boss in your home?” inquired the abrupt 
person. 

“Well,” replied Meekton, “of course 
Henrietta assumes command of the pug 
dog and the canary. But I can say 
pretty much what I like to the gold- 
fish.” —W ashington Star. 


Heavy—The professor—In ancient 
times they wrote on bricks. 

The absent-minded man—Gee, I bet no 
man ever forgot to mail his wife’s letter 
then.—Detroit Free Press. 


In Memoriam 





“Was bedeutet denn das Marterl da?” 

“O mei, da ist an schreckliches Unglick 
passiert; an Touristen san da mal sdmtliche 
Brotkarten ’nuntergefallen!” 

“What does that monument commem- 
orate?” 

“Oh, an awful accident, lady; over that 
precipice a tourist lost his one and only bread 
card.”—Der Brummer (Zurich Switzerland). 





IRISHISMS 











Careless—“‘Bridget, did you get the 
flowers that I am to wear to-night in my 
hair?” 

“Yes, mum, but——’ 

“But what?” 

“T’ve mislaid the hair, mum!’’—New 
York Globe. 


, 


A Dilemma— Mrs. Mulligan — Do 
yez feel better this morning, Mrs. 
O’Toole? 

Mrs. O’Toole—I do, an’ then again I 
don’t. 

Mrs. Mulligan—Thot’s bad, fur it’s 
harrud to know whether to say O’im 
sorry or glad.—Harper’s Bazaar. 


Vivid Description—lIn the matter of 
picturesque expression there is no one to 
excel a bright Hibernian. 

A judge was questioning an Irishman 
at a recent trial. 

“He took you by the throat and choked 
you, did he?” asked the judge. 

“He did, sorr,” said Pat. “Sure, 
sorr, he squazed me throat till I 
thought he would make cider out 
of me Adam’s apple.” — Milwaukee 
News. 


A Waste of Action—Pat—Oi’m not 
such a fool as t’ fight wid ye. 

Rastus—What yo mean? 

Pat—Shure, if Oi give ye a black 
eye it wouldn’t show.—Boston Tran- 
script. 
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Dull Evening Somewhere— Excuse 
this small box of bonbons, my first and 
only love. You know Mr. Hoover advo- 
cates the conservation of sweets.” 

“T agree with Mr. Hoover.” 

“Patriotic girl!” 

“You get no kiss tonight. 
Herald. * 


”— Dayton 


Papa’s Query—‘Very interesting 
conversation in here?” asked papa, sud- 
denly thrusting his head through the 
conservatory window, where Ethel, Mr. 
Tomkins and little Eva sat very quietly. 

“Ves, indeed,” said Ethel, ready on the 
instant withareply. ‘Mr. Tomkins and 


I were discussing our kith and kin, 
weren’t we, Eva?” 
“Yeth, they wath,” replied little Eva. 


‘May I have a 
‘You kin!’” 


“Mr. Tomkinth thaid, 
kith?’ and Ethel said 
Vancouver Daily Province. 


Incompatibility—/ ones—What caused 
their love to become lukewarm? 


Smith—Incompatibility of temperature 
cold feet and hot words.—The Club 
Fellow. 


Or Something—* Oh, papa! Couldn’t 
you take Fred into your business? He’s 
so ambitious, and we are to be married 
soon, too.” 

‘“*Er—what could he do?”’ 

“Why, couldn’t you make him presi- 
dent of the business or something?”’ 
Brooklyn Citizen. 


The Higher Abnegation 





Visiting Cook— 
Kitchen Hostess—Oh, we get enough. 
Passing Show (London). 


Cold Comfort—* Why did she break 
off the engagement?” 

“Tt was this way. When he was leav- 
ing for France, she said, ‘If you are 
wounded, Henry, promise me that you 
won’t fall in love with your nurse.’’ 

‘And of course he swore he would re- 
sist the most beauteous maiden who ever 
graced a hospital?” 

““No. _He merely said he would do his 
best.”,—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Wartime Effishiency 




















Tout étant hors de prix, 
@ la cherté des victuailles. 


\s everything to eat is sky-high, 


invented this device for solving the food problem.— 


* The pun is deadlier than the sword. 


























M. Duplantoir, pécheur enragé, a l’espoir, par ce moyen, de remédier 


Monsieur Duplantoir, an indefatigable fisherman, has 


Le Péle- Méle 


(Paris). 


How are you off for grub here? 
But I understand there’s a bit of a shortage upstairs. 
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A Mistaken Conception—‘‘ What’s 
wrong with Glithers?” 

“He has a mistaken conception of his 
duty as a citizen.” 

“Tr 

“He won’t put his shoulder to 
the wheel. He wants other people 
to do that, while he stands on one 
side and jots down the number of 
revolutions it makes.” — Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


The Slacker’s Load—‘‘De bigges’ 
load some folks has got ter carry,” ob- 
served Brother Williams, “is a grip full 
of excuses fer gettin’ out o’ doin’ de right 
thing at de right time. Fer instance, ef 
it’s wood cuttin’ day, dey ain’t got no 
axe; an’ ef dey got a axe, dey ain’t no 
grindstone ter sharpen it; an’ ef de 
grindstone’s dar, de well’s gone dry an’ 
dey’s no water ter wet it!’—Adélanta 
Constitution. 


Cornered—‘“And you claim exemp- 
tion on the ground that you are the 
breadwinner for your family?” 

““Yes, sir.” 

“Tsn’t it a fact that your wife con- 
ducts a prosperous boarding house 
and you. haven’t had a steady job in 


years?” 
““Er—yes, sir. Breadwinner is my offi- 
cial title. Confound the luck, I didn’t 


say I was living up to it!” —Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 

















Brain Food for the Kaiser 
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Budding Suffragette—“ My daughter 
has already written her graduation 
essay.” 

“Beyond the Alps Lies Italy?’”’ 

“T should say not! My girl’s a student 
of contemporary events. The title of her . 
essay is, ‘ Militancy as Opposed to Lobby- 
ing.’’’—Brooklyn Citizen. 








FRONTE 


Back to School Teaching—An Ohio : 
man whose son was an applicant for a By - OCCIDENTALE 
position in the Federal civil service, but SA® = |S : VERDUN 
who had been repeatedly “turned down,” a 
said: 


“Tt’s sure hard luck, but Bill has 
missed that civil service again. It looks 
like they just won’t have him, that’s 
all!” 

“What was the trouble?” asked the 
friend. 

“Well, he was kinder short on spellin’ 
and geography, an’ he missed a good deal 
in arithmetic.” 
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“Subsistéencies? Me’n f—de les subsisténcies! Mentres me quedin illusions!” 
The German Dreamer: Food stuffs? Bah! What do I care for food stuffs when I have 


know,” said 
“Times are not so good for us, an’ 
I reckon he’ll have to go back to 
teachin’ school for a livin’.’”’—Harper’s 


“T don’t 
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*“P Stands for POWER”’ 
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Professor of Political Strategy—British 
Patriots and Gentlemen Sportsmen! I hold 
a pea between my finger and thumb—I have 
nothing up my sleeve, look you! On the 
table, all above board, are three hats, under 
each of which I will now pass the pea. Watch 
the pea, Gentlemen, watch the pea! 

Voice of Looker-On—Wait and 
National News (London). 


see!— 


these beautiful thoughts!—La Campana de Gracia (Barcelona). 
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Candid Dorothea—Dorothea’s aunt 
was visiting with Dorothea’s somewhat 
wealthy and particular parents, who had 
brought up their daughter after their 
own manner. The aunt and the girl 
were about to go out, when the girl 
observed: 


“Are you going out, auntie? You’ve 
got a hole in your veil.” 
“Have I?” replied the aunt. “I’m 


afraid I haven’t time to change it 
now.” 

“Oh, well, it’s not a very big one,” 
replied the girl, “and, after all, I don’t 
suppose any one will know you’re my 
aunt.” —Argonaut. 


Couldn’t Exchange—Johnny was at 
the grocery store. 

“T hear you have a little sister at your 
house,” said the grocer. 

“Yes, sir,” said Johnny. 

“Do you like that?”’ was queried. 

“T wish it was a boy,” said Johnny, 
“so I could play marbles with him, and 
baseball.” 

“Well,” said the storekeeper, “why 


don’t you exchange your little sister for a 
boy?” 

Johnny reflected for a minute, then he 
said rather sorrowfully: 

“We can’t now. It’s too late. We've 
used her four weeks.” —Public Ledger. 


Corrected—A teacher instructing her 
class in grammar, wrote two sentences 
on the blackboard. The sentences were: 
“The hen has got three legs,” and “Who 
done it?”’ She said to Tommy, who was 
not a very bright pupil: 

“Go to the blackboard and correct 
those two sentences.” 

Tommy slowly approached the board, 
thinking hard. Then he took the chalk 
and wrote: 

“The hen never done it. 
it.”,-—Good Jests. 


Nature done 


Honest—A formal, fashionable caller 
addressed a very little girl: 

“How are you, my dear?” 

“Very well, thank you,”’ returned the 
child. 

“Now, my dear, you should ask me 
how I am.” 

“But I don’t want to know!” the child 
replied, honestly, but unexpectedly.— 
Harper’s Magazine. 








SERVANTS 





Her Quandary—‘ Goodness, Mary, 
it’s an hour since I sent you to the store 
for those things, and here you are back 
without them.” 

“Tt was so long before my time came 
to be waited upon, mum, that I forgot 
what you wanted.” 

“Then why didn’t you come back and 
find out?” 

“T was afraid if I left I’d lose my turn.” 
—St. Louis Times. 


They Also Were—A man named 
Dodgin had recently been appointed 


foreman in a brickyard, but his name 
was not known to all the employees. 
One day while on his round he came across 
two men sitting in a corner smoking, and 
stopped near them. 

“Who are you?” asked one of them. 

“I’m Dodgin, the new foreman,” he 
replied. 

“So are we,” replied the other workers. 
“Sit down and have a smoke.”—Boston 
Globe. 


The Difference—‘ What! You kick- 
ing about your food? I thought you 
boasted about your housekeeper’s cooking 
so well.”’ 

“Yes, but I married her, and now we 
keep a cook.” —Boston Transcript. 


President Wilson’s Speech 











| —— 

















“Il parle bien, ton patron; mais, tu sais, dans les discours, les Boches ne comprennent que les 
poings; alors, preparons-nous a cogner.” 

“Your chief speaks well and to the point; and now we must remember that the only points 
that make any impression on the Boche are bayonet points.’’—Le Rire (Paris). 





Beefless Day 





“ Bourre-lui le mou, on en fera un civet.” 
“How ’bout him for a stew?”—La Baion- 
nette (Paris). 
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The Queer Sex—*‘‘ Wife, I’m afraid I 
can’t afford new clothes for you this 
spring.” 

“Well, then, Dick, we must move. I 
don’t mind wearing my old clothes in a 
new neighborhood, but I won’t stay here 
and wear them.—Boston Transcript. 


The Wrong Place?—‘‘Many of our 
girls marry well,”’ said the head of the 
store to the new saleslady. “A mil- 
lionaire just married a girl in our hat de- 
partment. Settled $50,000 on her, too.” 

“Dear me—and here I am at the 
bargain counter.’”’— Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


Disappointed—‘‘ A good many ladies 
were disappointed this afternoon.” 

“How was that?” 

“The guest was spoken of as a bridge 
expert and he turned out to be nothing 
but a famous engineer.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Holds the Record—A young woman 
at Ogden, Utah, holds the record for 
being a war bride. She is married to one 
lieutenant and six privates, and was re- 
ceiving allowances for all, amounting to 
$255 a month. However, she is now in 
jail, and no allowance will be made for 
her.—The Huronite. 


Calling a Bluff—Mrs. Chatta—I 
make it a rule never to ask another to do 
what I would not do myself. 

Mrs. Quibble—But you would not go to 
the door yourself and tell a caller you 
were not at home.—Answers. 


The Real Match—*She’s quit trying 
to land a rich man for a husband.” 

“Yes. She says she’d pass up a mil- 
lionaire any time now to marry an officer 
in the army or the navy.”—Detroit Free 
Press. 
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A Bit Thick—‘“ The Germans exagger- 
ate their submarine murders as the old 
settlers exaggerated their fog yarns.” 

The speaker was a champion flyer 
of the Hempstead aviation camp. He 
went on: 

“An old settler took a chew and said: 

“““The worst fog I ever seen was back in 
*74. I remember I had to go to the hen- 
house that night, and the fog was so 
blame thick I had to get the three hired 
men to push me through it.’ 

“**T remember that there ’74 fog well,’ 
said the second old settler, ‘but it wan’t 
nothin’ to the 63 one. That was a fog! 
Solid! Why, us boys sat on the fence back 
of the distillery all that day makin’ fog 
balls an’ heavin’ ’em at the people that 
went by.’”—Detroit Free Press. 


Two of Them—‘‘Once,” said the 
truthful citizen, ‘‘I was in the Klondike, 
when it was so cold that my breath 
froze, and I broke it off and threw it 
away.” 

“Yes, you scoundrel,” broke in the 
deacon, ‘‘and I’ve been looking for you 
these twenty years! You threw that 
chunk into my eye, and it melted, and 
I’ve had a cataract ever since!’’—Rich- 
mond Times-Despatch. 


A Howl—A lady recently selecting a 
hat at a milliner’s asked, cautiously: 


Wife—The butcher refused to give me any meat until I showed 
him the meat-card; so I got out the whole pack—Registration- 
card, sugar-card, meat-card, and butter-card—and I said to him, 
“You cut and I’ll deal!”-—London Opinion. 


“Ts there anything about these feathers 
that might bring me into trouble with the 
Bird Protection Society?” 

“Oh, no, madam,” said the milliner. 

“But did they not belong to some 
bird?” persisted the lady. 

“Well, madam,” returned the milliner, 
pleasantly, “these feathers are the feath- 
ers of a howl; and the howl, you 
know, madam, seein’ as ’ow fond he 
is of mice, is more of a cat than a 
bird.” —Tit-Bits. 


The Biggest—When the oldest inhab- 
itant tells about last winter fifty years 
from now, he will be set down as also the 
biggest liar.—Florida Times-Union. 


Not to be Bluffed 














** Ah, guten Tag, Herr Miiller. Herrjeh, haben Sie sich aber verandert!” 


“* Entschuldigen Sie, ich heisse ja gar nicht Miller: 


p 


** Ach was, also Miiller heissen Sie auch nicht mehr?” 
“Ah, good morning, Mr. Miller! But heavens! how you have changed!” 


‘*Pardon me, sir, but my name isn’t Miller.’ 


“What! changed your name too?”—Der Brummer (Zurich, Switzerland). 
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His Compliment—S/e—How is your 
youngest daughter getting on with her 
music? 

He—Splendidly! Her teacher says she 
plays Mozart in a way that Mozart him- 
self would: never dream of.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Old-Fashioned — “What did you 
think of the technique of the prima 
donna dast night, Mrs. Comeup?” 

“Why, it was an old style. It even 
was buttoned down the back,”—Balti- 
more American. 


Success — Mrs. Bacon —So your 
daughter made her début as a singer last 
night? 

Mrs. Egbert—Yes, she did. 

Mrs. Bacon—And was she successful? 

Mrs. Egbert—Oh, my yes! She got six 
bouquets!—Y onkers Statesman. 


Self-Abnegation—There had _ been 
a fire in a big block of flats, with heavy 
loss of property and many narrow es- 
capes. 

“Were there any acts of conspicuous 
heroism?” queried the reporters. 

“‘Ves,” said one of the victims. “‘With 
a self-abnegation never before witnessed 
in a case of this kind, sir, we all turned in 
and helped to carry out the piano that 
was on the second floor.” —Green Bag. 


Judging by Noise — Bacon — You 
know Beethoven composed some of his 
greatest works when he was deaf. 

Egberi—Oh, was it Beethoven? I 
thought it was Wagner.—Y onkers States- 
man. 











Father Time as a 
Lightning Change Artist 


HEN playwrights set che clock 
forward or backward, they 
don’t stop at a measly little 
hour. Notthey! Such a petty 
interval may be important for daylight, 
but not for drama. In the still, dark 
moment in “ April,”” when the mysterious 
Stranger works the remembrance game 
on the heroine, she sheds more than 
twenty years, thereby beating the back- 
sliding record of the two ladies in “ Yes or 
No” by at least a year. At that, though, 
it seems more of an achievement for a play to 
have two competing heroines (as there are in “ Yes 
or No’’) successfully broadjump a brace of decades 
But perhaps two can do it more easily than 





each. 
one. 

The authors of “Eyes of Youth”’ have preferred to 
deal in futures rather than pasts; and their agent, the 
Hindoo Yogi, or crystal fancier, juggles half a decade 
so cleverly that now you see and now you don’t. Quite 
different from the old-fashioned way of having the five 
years elapse decorously, in a formal notice on the pro- 
gram, while you’re smoking that cigarette in the lobby. 
Then there were lights and a painted curtain and the rest 
of the pomp heralding: a new act; here, on the other 
hand, the first indication of the five years is when the 
wily Oriental suddenly conjures them up out of nothing, 
while the heroine favors him with the glassy stare. 
When he has let her wear these five years for the space 
of a scene, he craftily takes them away again; but lends 
them to her twice afterwards, just so that she and 
the audience may see what happens. Indeed, he is 
an exceptionally shifty person. 
In his hands nothing is fixed: 
Time becomes a slide trombone. 

The Yogi pretends he learned 
this trick in mystery-haunted 
India or inscrutable Cathay, but 
of course we know that he learned 
it sitting at the feet of the movies, 
just as Elmer Reizenstein learned 
how to write “On Trial,” the 
original to-and-fro action drama. 
The latter, you remember, 
showed a courtroom scene that 
tactfully faded away each time a 
witness took the stand, revealing 
the actual event as the person 
was supposed to narrate it. The 
moment each of these chunks of 
the past, representing the story 
as told by the various witnesses, 
was finished, the carefully-trained 
revolving stage retrieved the 
court room again; and thus the 
drama proceeded—two speeds 
forward and one reverse. 

“On Trial” led the way. Then 
came our adroit and persuasive 
Yogi, with his crystal mazes, 
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Bessie McCoy Davis vielding dramatically to the 
war-time necessity of donning trousers. 
pression is superbly calm, yet her ankles are ruffled. 


By 
Mackall 


Lawton 


scheming a Hindoo plot. Then follow- 
ed “Yes or No,” where a fond mama, 
feeling the necessity of pointing a moral 
to her wavering daughter, invokes the 
dark curtain and splits the stage into 
parallel pasts; on one side a shumble 
home where virtue is, and on the other a 
gilded domicile where virtue ought to 
be but ain’t; and neither half knows 
how the other half loves. At the close 
the two sides of the stage are happily 
reunited. 

“April,” the latest promenade into the past, 
substitutes for the might be of “Eyes of Youth” a 
regretful might-have-been. ‘This might-have-been, how- 
ever, unlike Maud Muller’s, is only a form of self- 
pity that is based on unhealthy introspection rather 

than on fact. When the Dark Stranger, who steps 
out of a spot on the wall paper in response to her 
thought, compels her to live through a revised edition 
of her life, she finds that her lot was a better invest- 
ment than she realized. 

And so, my friends, the lesson which we are to take 
home with us this evening is that if any of us has a 
regretful might-have-been in his life, just step a moment 
into the past—I have it here waiting at the gate, and 
Father Time, our chauffeur, is holding the door open. 
Just travel back into the past and marry that mzght- 
have-been, and then see what you think of your present 
spouse, and what he or she thinks of you, on finding out. 

I fear I am’getting mixed. This whisking about 
from “three decades hence” to “when your grand- 
daughter was a gin” has addled my cerebellum. The 
past can’t be mended; but some- 
thing drastic ought to be done 
to prevent the future from being 
tampered with. Else, what will 
become of us? In this war era, 
particularly, we must be able to 
look forward with some confi- 
dence, at least with the assurance 
that when we come to the 
future we shall not find it trans- 
ferred ctherwhere, nor curiously 
snarled with the past. And 
when we look back, from our 
present hour of turmoil, we have 
the right to gaze for consola- 
tion upon placid scenes of the 
past, without having them dis- 
concertingly garbled with the 
restless yet-to-be. Enough of 
tangled tenses! 

When at the close of one of 
these bewildering performances, 
I am gently oozed out to the 
sidewalk by the thronging exo- 
dus, I drift, dazed with it all, 
hesitating whether to act like a 
Cave Man or like a denizen of 


Her ex- ; : 
the millennium. 
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*“*An AMERICAN ACE” 


This 1s not the open- 
ing of the baseball 
season, but Lieut. 
George Darrow, as 
dauntless a hero as 
ever strode the boards 
of melodrama, in the 
act of bombing the 
German Gas-tanks, 
while the damsel ap- 
pearing above, archly 
yanks the chimes as 
a signal. 


From “ THE 
RAINBOW 
GIRL.” 
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The hour of breakfast has struck and so have the servants. Hence 
the call for amateur talent. 
Buck: I know everything there is about food. 
Gus: All right, then, name three articles that contain starch. 
Buck: A collar and two cuffs. 


to balance 
that caste 





From 
“THe RaInBow GIRL.” 


Gus (true name Billy Van) 
disguised as a bishop, so 
as to evade the alimony 
bailiffs on his trail, gets 
one of those Spring 
attacks of poetry. With 
lyric feeling that is all 
too rare, he murmurs: 

** She stood in the moon- 
light on the piazza; 
No one in the world was 
as beautiful as ’er.” 


What Is SENSE 
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JuDGE pays 
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by soldiers 
and sailors 
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Drawn by Doc Rants, Sanitary Dept., 23rd Infantry 





The Sweet Young Thing 


By Sergeant Major W. R. Dodd, 249th Aero Squadron, 
Rich Field, Waco, Texas 


A SERGEANT was taking a lady friend 
through a flying field and explaining 
in detail the work of an aviation camp. 
They had been in the machine shops, the 
blacksmith shops and hangars where 
hundreds of our boys were at work when 
he asked her if there was any question she 
wanted to ask. The sweet young thing 
replied: 
“Yes. Where are all the soldiers?” 


A Fish Story 

By Private John C. Robinson, Co. B, 602d Engineers 

The rookies were at mess recently (the 
one place where they show real style) 
when salmon fish cakes, or “Gold Fish 
a la Camouflage” was the big dish. 
“Zee Bo” and the “Old Dog” were, as 
usual, grumbling about the chow. The 
ever-present oracle remarked that fish is 
good for the brain, whereupon the ‘Old 
Dog” comes through with: 

“Well, if fish is good for the brain, 
some of you fellows ought to eat a 
whale.” 


What He Wanted 


By R. A. Gunn, U. 8. 8. Monterey 
Sailor—What yer lookin’ fer, Rookie? 
Rookie (wearily)—Hammock ladder. 





Tent and Deck 
Wheezes Military and Naval 





This Week’s Lucky Man—His Bit 
By Private E. M. Woerner, Co. A, 311th Infantry, 
Camp Diz, N. J. 

Sentry (challenging rookie at 10:20 
p. m.)—Halt! Who goes there? 

Rookie—Friend. 

Sentry—Advance to be recognized. 

Rooxre—Oh, the Dickens! You wouldn't 
know me anyway. I only came yesterday. 











A Try at It 
By Sergeant James H. O'Connell, Auziliary Remount 
Depot 304, Camp Meade 


Several Hebrew chaps were seated at 
the mess table during the Passover sea- 
son, and in front of them was a platter 
containing quite a quantity of Motzoths. 
A little “harp,” a short distance away, 
not knowing what it was, but having a 
vivid idea of cantonment construction, 
yelled: “Pass me the beaver board.” 


Shell Shock 

By Howard L. Ross, R. 0. T. C., Boston Coast Artillery 

Officer of the Day—Did you hear that 
Corporal Sears is suffering from shell- 
shock? 

Private Russell—You don’t say! 

O. of the D.—Sure. He opened a soft- 
boiled egg at mess, and found two chicks 
in it. 


Promoted 
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Drawn by H. Kroenert, Q. M. C., Barracks 527, Camp 
Funston, Kan. 
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“Hey, you! Report for Aero duty tomorrow!’ 





editor. 
Each week, 
also, JUDGE 
awards $5 
for the best 
original 
joke re- 
ceived. 
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A Man of Mark 

By Corporal A. M. Reid, Battery E, 110th Field Artillery 

The good chaplain who wished to sepa- 
rate the sheep from the goats asked those 
of the Battery who were confirmed, to 
step into a certain section, and those who 
had never been confirmed to remain in 
their places. Among those stepping 
forward was the battery reprobate, who 
was asked in surprise: ‘“‘Were you ever 
confirmed, Bill?” 

“Sure, Mike. Wanna see the mark on 
me arm?” 


Tie Civilian Idea 
By Estill I. Green, First Lieutenant 353d Infantry 
“Don expects to be called any time.” 
“Yes, he has his wrist watch all 
ready.” 


Hadn’t Seen It 


By Bernard A. Bergman, Battalion Sergt. Major, Hdgrts., 
39th Division 


The rawest rookie’s left hand was way 
out of position at port arms. This was 
the climax of a series of blunders and the 
captain strode over to him angrily and 
bellowed: 

“Where’s the 
gun?” 

“‘TI—I—don’t know, sir,” stammered 
the rawest rookie. “I guess it wasn’t 
issued to mc.” 


balance of your 
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The Notion Counter 


By Doucias Matiocu 


pose that those who drink shall not 
smoke, that those who smoke shall 
not chew gum, and that those who chew 
oyum shall not eat fudge. ‘“‘One habit per 
man” is my slogan until the war is over. 
[ recall that my Sunday school teacher 
once praised me for being so much inter- 
ested in the lesson, when what I was doing 
was wondering how a man could sit under 


’ the interest of conservation I pro- 


a vine. 

| have arrived at that period of life 
when women no longer have the power to 
interest me; but they still can irritate me 
more or less. 

The man who kicks on paying the 8 per 
cent. war tax on his railroad ticket ought 
to remember what the boys are paying 
who go to France. 

The fellow who says he would rather 
be a live coward than a dead hero would 
be a dead coward if it weren’t for the live 
heroes. 

John Paul Jones said he had not yet 
begun to fight, and that is the trouble with 
a whole lot of modern American citizens. 

A wise man sometimes changes his 
mind. A fool often does. A calamity 
happens when a fool changes a wise man’s 
mind. 

No wonder a woman is worried when 
her husband starts to travel. She knows 
what happens to a story when it does. 

There are a remarkable number of days 
ina man’s life when he might have felt 
better or might have felt worse. 

A young Methodist preacher enlisted 
in the aviation corps and the first thing he 
took up was a collection. 

The Kaiser is not only a great admirer 
of Napoleon but considers that the most 
admirable thing about him. 

The trouble with doing a kindness is 
that you are generally called on immedi- 
ately to do something more. 

You are lucky if you can be sure of 
} others, and the luckiest man alive if you 
can be sure of yourself. 

You can live in some towns for half 
what you can in New York. But it is 
worth only half as much. 

One difficulty connected with getting 
aman out of trouble is that you generally 
step in it yourself. 

Equal suffrage has not yet reached the 
point where a woman can receive a tele- 
gram without a flutter. 

Camouflage really began when lavender 
stationery first came into use by the 
advertising tailor. 















































































“Lafayette, Here We Are” 


From our shores to the battlefields 
of France are thousands of miles which 
must be bridged with ceaseless sup- 
plies to our troops. Every day calls 
for action here, no less than there. 
Cooperate! Sacrifice! These are the 
watchwords sent over the land by the 
Government. 


Through remote French villages 
resounds the unaccustomed tramp of 
American soldiers. But a little while 
ago and these men were in the quiet 
of their homes in a peaceful country. 
Today, in a strange land, they are 
facing the world’s bloodiest struggle. 


Pershing at the tomb of America’s 
old time friend months ago reported, 
with true soldier eloquence, “Lafayette, 
here we are.” And it is for us of the 
great American democracy to rally all 
our might to the support of our army 
and our allies. 


In this national effort the Bell System 
has served with every other essential 
industry in order that communication, 
manufacture and transportation may 
be kept at the peak of efficiency to 
provide the munitions, ordnance and 
supplies so urgently needed. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy One System Universal Service 















Chicago I have come downtown on the 
Northwestern elevated. 

If the Germans ever bomb American 
churches there are a whole lot of us who 
will be perfectly safe. 


We observe by the matrimonial column 
that a large number of American officers 
have been captured. 

I know what a creeping barrage is: in 

















Sleep in “The NIGHTwear of a Nation!” 


‘aultles: 


Pajamas Night Shirts 





We are falling off in our dining car 
game: we used to make it in $1.25 but now 
it takes $1.60. 










since die bi 

iCete!| ere It en , 
““What has become of Mrs. Stuffem’s waist 

line?” 

“Too much waist lining.” 
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* perience in making fine shoes. The smart / T¢ 
Politicians are importuning the newly stylesare the leaders in the fashion centres\, BOYS SHOES 
© the enfranchised women to resuscitate about of America. They are made in a well- Best in the Worlg 
every fool notion the people ever inad- equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 82 
vertently defeated, but somehow or other the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
Bryan hasn’t peeped about “the crime supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
of 73.” mination tomake the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
is > e retail prices are the same everywhere. They cost no 
Usually when somebody murders the years of age. W 1 Douglas Stes ” er eqn o —— in New York. They 
Wrong man we convict the wrong mur- oes be was to jh - , eee bod mals need vans J tiie 
derer and then we add insult to injury by br 4 of ~~) cule ane Gbetet and the oo pee ee on , a a 
graciously pardoning him for the crime won considered binding, WL Dewaine novained high pe 2, for inferior shecs. BEWARE OF FRAUD. 
he never committed. the habit of saving early in life. He is shown Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
above of his first month's earn- ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
# bp Be = a a make. Write for booklet, howtaaiew to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 
Speculation has been widespread as to Copyright,W.L.Douglas Shoe Co. Was Gorglas W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
== the identity of the “‘hard working burglar 145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 
supporting a large family’? who wanted : 
to pay an income tax “‘to fight the biggest Persons who complain that Secretary If Congress keeps on increasing the 
burglar in the world.”’ But so far the food McAdoo is the President’s son-in-law taxes on business it will have to increase 
e profiteers have escaped suspicion of | should reflect that the status of a cabinet the frequency of the dividends. No busi- 
e being it. | officer is mostly relative. | ness can pay any more taxes without a lot 
e « | more dividends to pass. 
Up in the Adirondacks, when the trout | + 
s COPY THIS SKETCH a season opened, patriotic angle worms _ American labor as a body is so loyal to 
iss and ithestrators carn toom $90.00 to $125.00 * remained far below the frozen ground so as its war job that it dreads to go to a ball 
eunsl tplivideal lenseae’ te’ cab ot Goveiew > to enable would-be anglers to devote all game, for fear the umpire will call 
hh their time to the Liberty Loan. strikes. 
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NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


A Word to the Wise is Sufficient 


Up-to-Date Grocers, Druggisis and Dealers 
c. H. EVANS & SONS Established 1786 





NO GOVERNMENT 


Have You Tried 


LICENSE REQUIRED 








Early Criticism 
Visitor—What were baby’s first words? 
Y oung father—His first words, I regret to say, 
were a distinct reflection upon me. They were, 
“Bum pa-pa.” 


Our English Slanguage 
“Is Spellbinder here yet?” 
“You bet he’s here and say, that boy’s 
there, too!” 


Defined 
Marriage is the process that knocks the “i” 
out of deify. 


Breezy 
“He’s a breezy fellow, isn’t he?” 
“Oh, yes, always blowing in when you are 
busy.” 


Strength of Memory 

The devil was given the privilege to test an 
old Negro’s memory. He addressed him by ask- 
ing if he liked eggs. 

“Sure, sah; I likes eggs.” 

Then the devil left for ten years, and coming 
back, asked, 

“How?” 

“Fried, sah; fried.” 


How He Pays It 
Willis—Does Hardupp pay you back what 
you lend him? 
Gillis—No; he pays you back what he bor- 
rows from somebody else. 








[ HOTEL SEVILLE 


Fifth Ave. and 29th St., New York City 


Convenient to all best shops. 

Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 

Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 

$2.00 per day. 
Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
$2.50 per day upward. 

Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day. 


Send for diagram showing fixed rooms prices 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mer. 
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Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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The Thin Blue Line 


By “Hern1e” 


EVER will we forget the time we lined up at the sick bay at the Newport Training Station 
some years ago suffering (get the “suffering’’) from two sprained thumbs incurred in a box- 


ing bout 


The thumbs were not exactly so painful, but battalion drill was on the boards that 


morning and that was painful. All the sick, lame and lazy lined up in single file, got our name in the 
book at the steward’s desk and passed on to the doctor, who gave us the hop. The bird in line right in 
front of us had a sore ear, but he also took a sudden attack of cold feet as he neared the Medico, and 
accordingly dropped out of line. This ruined the whole parade, and when we arrived at the Medico’s 
desk with our two bum thumbs the Doc packed a lot of jockie and cotton in our ear and the bird 
behind us, who had a stomach ache, got both of his thumbs painted with iodine. (Whether this is 
true or not, you’ll have to admit it’s a good story, and we need ’em.)—Our Navy. 


Conversation 
The conversation in the village hotel had 
turned on the war, when one of the company 
asked: 
““Which is the most war-like nation?” 
“‘Vacci-nation,” replied a doctor. 
nearly always in arms.” 
—The Seventh Regiment Gazette. 


Heinie’s Chips 
A Fearful Struggle 
This war is a fearful struggle, but did you ever 


see a sailor trying to borrow money from a 
marine about the middle of the month? 


“It’s 


Some Guys 
Some guys are so close if they owned the 
Atlantic Ocean they wouldn’t give a dying 
clam a gargle. 


Consults History 
Benny Hunsaker lined up at the ship’s library 
and drew out a five-volume history of the United 
States. Benny merely wanted to ascertain who 
pitched for the New York Giants in i902. 


Slaves to Habit 
Some fellows are so used to eating in restau- 
rants that when they ship in the Navy they 
hang their hat and pea coat on a nearby billet 
hook at meal time. Can’t eat unless they can 
watch their duds at the same time.—Our Navy. 


In No Hurry 

Corporal Ferry, of the M. P.’s, was sent to 
town on official business. Not being in a 
hurry he decided to take the P. and N. The 
conductor came through the car, dime hunting. 

“I’m. on official business,” said Corporal 
Ferry. “‘ You’ll have to pass me.” 

“Son,” said the venerable conductor, sadly, 
“I’m sorry, but we can’t. The trains on this 
road are so durn slow we can’t pass anybody.” — 
Wadsworth Gas Attack. 





Why 
Private S—Do you know why the Kaiser 
is like a man from the North of Ireland? 
Corporal H.—Search me! 
Private S.—Well, one comes from Belfast 
and the other’s going to Hellfast—W adsworth 
Gas Altack. 


A Symbol 
“What does A. W. O. L. mean?” 
““A week of life, and then two months of 
work.” —Trench and Camp. 


Extremes 
(A Short Story) 


Gladness—A soldier going home on a fur- 
lough. 

Sadness—The same soldier coming back. 

Madness—The soldier who watches him.— 
Sheridan Reveille. 


The Camp Dentist 
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AND wHAT IT REALLY WAS 
—Weadsworth Gas Attack. 


Unsanitary 
Two lady visitors were walking down the 
regimental street. One said: 
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“T like everything about this camp. The 
tents and buildings and streets are all kept s& 
clean.” : 












The other said (as they passed an incinerator) B 


“Ves, but I don’t think they make their coffee 
in a very sanitary way.”—Trench and Camp. 
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HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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Goat-Getting 


By SrrickLtanp GILLILAN 


IEW now the case of Johnny Sloat, 
V Who said unto his doting daddy: 
“Please, Father, may I have a goat?” 
“Sure thing,” said Pa. ‘‘Go to it, Laddie!” 
Ma Sloat was peeved and said: “My Dear! 
‘Twill be a never-ending bother!”’ 
Pa said: “We'll keep it, never fear. 
For kids and goats adore each other.” 


Shrewd John then called on Neighbor Brown, 
Within whose home an infant yammered 
Because its food would not stay down— 
For nanny milk that baby clamored. 


Next thing he went to Mrs. Jones 
Whose puny bairn was under-nourished 
And told her in persuasive tones 
How it on goat-milk might have flourished. 


Anon to Smith’s he went, and also 
Persuaded them their baby hankered 

For goat-milk—*‘ that’s what makes it bawl so!” 
Another patron there he anchored. 


Then swiftly home hied Johnny Sloat 
With contracts for three quartlets daily. 
He went and pungled for his goat 
And led her homeward proudly, gaily. 


if. 2 2 SS 


But now young Johnny is enraged 
And feeling most amazing silly: 

The goat whose milk he had engaged 
Turned out to be a blooming billy! 


Semper Femina 
By Exvtas LieBeERMAN 
HE greatest tribute one woman ever 
pays to another includes a “but” 
somewhere. 

Although every actress likes a generous 
supply of lines, her part must not be too 
obviously padded. 

The difference between an ingenue and 
a widow resolves itself into a question 
of marksmanship. 

Woman is self-conscious even in her 
greatest joys or profoundest griefs. She 
acquires a hand mirror and a powder puff 
tomake her big moments really telling. 

How He Knew 

“You claim no exemption.”’ 

“How did you guess it?” 

“I have seen your wife.” 











EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


“The Utmost in ; 
Plain End or Cork Tip 


Rople of culture and 
refinement invariably 
PREFER. Deities 
to any other cigarette. 
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Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 
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PRESS CLIPPING 


ROMEIKE’ BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘“‘up-to- 
date Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 




















IOTEL EMPIRE 





ROADWAY at 65rd Street, NEW YORK 


OST conveniently situated hotel at popular rates in the 
heart of everything. Rates ingle rooms, $1. Room with 
te bath, $1.50. Parlor Bedr »0m and bath (for 2)$2.50. 
te for booklet ‘‘What's Going On.” P. V. LAND, Manager. 











Are You Helping the 
Campaign of Cheer? 


Camp Liprary, U. S. 
Camp KEARNY, CALIFORNIA. 
Mr. Perriton Maxwell, 

Editor, JupGE, New York City. 

Dear Sir: This will acknowledge your fore- 
thought in forwarding a package of the latest 
issue of JUDGE to the Camp Kearny Library. 
I can tell you from our experience that the men 
never permit JUDGE to remain idle on the shelves 
and that when kind friends send us their copies, 
there are eager hands awaiting to carry them 
away. The boys at the base hospital especially 
enjoy the cheer which the magazine brings. 

Yours very truly, 
J. H. Quince, Camp Librarian 


Camp Hancock, AuGustTA, GA. 
Editor JuDGE, New York City. 

Dear Sir: Inclosed please find $.25 in stamps 
for which please send me one copy of your 
picture “No Man’s Land,” as per your ad- 
vertisement of last week. Almost every man 
in this company wants a picture of “‘No Man’s 
Land” and I was elected a committee of one 
to get a sample. 

JupcE sure does drive the blues away, down 
here, and every week brings a new fight to see who 
will get JUDGE first. 

Wishing JUDGE a long and prosperous life, 
I am, 

Sincerely yours, 
Joun D. AusTEN, 
Supply Sergeant Co. H., 111th Infantry. 


Some People 
When money talks some people can’t hear 
themselves think. 


Eyesight 
By Kennetu L. Roperts 
| HERE are as many varieties of eyesight 
as there are recipes for making welsh 
| rabbit. In one man’s eyes, a girl with dark 
brown hair and a plump figure will appear per- 
| fectly beautiful; and when she refuses to smile 
on him, he will meditate committing suicide in 
various hideous ways. In another man’s eyes, 
the same girl will seem strikingly unpleasant; 
| andifhe is forced to dance with her, his anger 
| is such that he longs to kill someone. One man 
| sees a statue of the Venus de Milo as a marvel 
of loveliness. Another regards it as a broken 
and undesirable piece of bric-a-brac. One man 
views a cast-iron dog on the front lawn as a rare 
adornment. Another sees it as a blot on the 
| face of nature. People who look on their homes, 
| their children, their dogs, their manners or their 
garments as the acme of perfection should re- 
member that eyesight varies widely, and that 
| other people probably look at them differently. 
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|/LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 

erfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage. 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mail, 50¢. Rubber covered Holster, 10c. With Pistol, 55e. 
order or postage stamps, no coin. 


Money 


| Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N.Y. 











HOTEL FLANDERS j2W VSR OR 3 

NEW YORK CITY 
JUST OFF BROADWAY 

The right kind of a hotel in the right locality In the heart of the theater district and 

adjacent tothe shopping centers. Positively fireproof. Excellent cuisine and an ex- 

ceptional orchestra. A large sddition just completed, containing library, grill and 

billiard ball. Handsomely Furnished Rooms, Private Bath. 

$2.00 PER DAY UPWARD 
From Grand Sentral Station, cars marked “Broadway” without transfer; Pennsylvania 
Station, 7th Ave. cars without transfer. Booklet upon request. H. R. Shares, Prop. 


WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions’’ and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 














WANTED—AN IDEA! 








Have You Tried 





NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


A Word to the Wise is Sufficient 


Up-to-Date Grocers, Druggists and Dealers 
c. H. EVANS & SONS Established 1786 





NO GOVERNMENT 


LICENSE REQUIRED 


HUDSON, N. Y. 








Early Criticism 
Visitor—What were baby’s first words? 
Y oung father—His first words, I regret to say, 
were a distinct reflection upon me. They were, 
“Bum pa-pa.” 


Our English Slanguage 
“Is Spellbinder here yet?” 
“You bet he’s here and say, that boy’s 
there, too!” 
Defined 
Marriage is the process that knocks the “i” 
out of deify. 


Breezy 
“He’s a breezy fellow, isn’t he?” 
“Oh, yes, always blowing in when you are 
busy.” 


Strength of Memory 

The devil was given the privilege to test an 
old Negro’s memory. He addressed him by ask- 
ing if he liked eggs. 

“Sure, sah; I likes eggs.” 

Then the devil left for ten years, and coming 
back, asked, 

“How?” 

“Fried, sah; fried.” 


How He Pays It 
Willis—Does Hardupp pay you back what 
you lend him? 
Gillis—No; he pays you back what he bor- 
rows from somebody else. 








HOTEL SEVILLE 


Fifth Ave. and 29th St., New York City 


Convenient to all best shops. 

Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 

Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 
$2.00 per day. 


Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
$2.50 per day upward. 


Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day. 


Send for diagram showing fixed rooms prices 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mgr. 
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Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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The Thin Blue 





Line 


By “Heri” 


some years ago suffering (get the “suffering’’) from two sprained thumbs incurred in a box- 


PAL sor. will we forget the time we lined up at the sick bay at the Newport Training Station 


ing bout 


The thumbs were not exactly so painful, but battalion drill was on the boards that 


morning and that was painful. All the sick, lame and lazy lined up in single file, got our name in the 
book at the steward’s desk and passed on to the doctor, who gave us the hop. The bird in line right in 
front of us had a sore ear, but he also took a sudden attack of cold feet as he neared the Medico, and 
accordingly dropped out of line. This ruined the whole parade, and when we arrived at the Medico’s 
desk with our two bum thumbs the Doc packed a lot of jockie and cotton in our ear and the bird 
behind us, who had a stomach ache, got both of his thumbs painted with iodine. (Whether this is 
true or not, you’ll have to admit it’s a good story, and we need ’em.)—Our Navy. 


Conversation 
The conversation in the village hotel had 
turned on the war, when one of the company 
asked: 
“Which is the most war-like nation?” 
“‘Vacci-nation,” replied a doctor. 
nearly always in arms.” 
—The Seventh Regiment Gazette. 


Heinie’s Chips 
A Fearful Struggle 
This war is a fearful struggle, but did you ever 


see a sailor trying to borrow money from a 
marine about the middle of the month? 


“it's 


Some Guys 
Some guys are so close if they owned the 
Atlantic Ocean they wouldn’t give a dying 
clam a gargle. 


Consults History 
Benny Hunsaker lined up at the ship’s library 
and drew out a five-volume history of the United 
States. Benny merely wanted to ascertain who 
pitched for the New York Giants in i902. 


Slaves to Habit 
Some fellows are so used to eating in restau- 
rants that when they ship in the Navy they 
hang their hat and pea coat on a nearby billet 
hook at meal time. Can’t eat unless they can 
watch their duds at the same time.—Our Navy. 


In No Hurry 

Corporal Ferry, of the M. P.’s, was sent to 
town on official business. Not being in a 
hurry he decided to take the P. and N. The 
conductor came through the car, dime hunting. 

“I’m. on official business,” said Corporal 
Ferry. ‘You'll have to pass me.” 

“*Son,” said the venerable conductor, sadly, 
“I’m sorry, but we can’t. The trains on this 
road are so durn slow we can’t pass anybody.” — 
Wadsworth Gas Attack. 





Why 
Private S—Do you know why the Kaiser 
is like a man from the North of Ireland? 
Corporal H.—Search me! 
Private S.—Well, one comes from Belfast 
and the other’s going to Hellfast.—W adsworth 
Gas Altack. 


A Symbol 
“What does A. W. O. L. mean?” 
““A week of life, and then two months of 
work.” —Trench and Camp. 


Extremes 
(A Short Story) 
Gladness—A soldier going home on a fur- 
lough. 
Sadness—The same soldier coming back. 
Madness—The soldier who watches him.— 
Sheridan Reveille. 


The Camp Dentist 
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AND wHAT IT REALLY WAS 


—Weadsworth Gas Attack. 


Unsanitary 

Two lady visitors were walking down the 
regimental street. One said: 

“T like everything about this camp. The 
tents and buildings and streets are all kept so 
clean.” 

The other said (as they passed an incinerator) 
“Yes, but I don’t think they make their coffee 
in a very sanitary way.”— Trench and Camp- 
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Ah, isn’t this cute! 

















‘The Curse of Drink ’’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 





reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps. 


Judge Art Print 


Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 











Camouflaged 
Joe—Who was the new dame you had at the 
theater last night? 
Jim—Oh, that wasn’t a new one. 
old one painted over.—Froth. 


Just the 


She Was an Artist’s Model 
He—How is it that you never suffer from the 


cold? 
She—Oh, I’m always wrapped up in my work. 
Widow. 
Never! 
First Co-ed—Women always contradict one 


another. 


Second Co-ed—They do not!—Punch Bowl. 


They Sleep 
Assistant—Professor Chlorine tells 
electrified the class with his lass lecture. 

Consistent—Naw, he gassed it.—Chaparral. 


FREE Trial 


me he 








Your choloe of 90 styles of the famous 
Piedmont genuine Southern Red Cedar 
Chest. 15 days’ free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont pro- 
teets furs, woolens d plumes 
from meths,mice ,dustand damp. 
Distinetively beantiful. Won- 
dertally useful and economical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest 
birthday or wedding gift. Write today for big Catalog. Postpaid free. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. , Dept. 38, Statesville, N. C. 


NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. Large, well lighted and comfort- 
able rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. Only 
hotel having direct Subway connection with all railroad stations 
and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. Special luncheons. 
Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, $2.00 per day and up. 


FRANK KIMBLE, Manager 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: ° 
30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 














Direct from 
Factory to Home 














PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 





The Long and the Short of It 
‘Please don’t yawn, dearest Clementine. I 
may be an awful bore but you really ought to 
forgive my shortcomings.” 
“It isn’t your shortcoming I object to, it’s 
your long goings.” —W idow. 


Immune 
“So your mother has the mumps? You bet- 
ter look out—mumps are contagious.” 
“Oh, she’s my stepmother. She wouldn’t 
give me anything.”—Svyracuse Orange Peel. 


Protected 
Soph—lI was over to see her last night when 
some one threw a brick through the window 
and hit the poor girl in the side! 
Frosh—Did it hurt her? 
Soph—No; but it broke three of my fingers. 
—Burr. 


A Suggestion 
The Woman—lI believe I’ve danced with you 
before, haven’t I? 
The Victim—I dunno, if you have why don’t 
you do it now?—Chaparral. 


No Danger 
Sick-in-Bed—It pains me to laugh and even 
to smile. 
Humorist—So sorry. 
some of my new jokes. 
Sick-in-Bed—Just go right ahead.—Punch 
Bowl. 
Got Him Wrong 
|  She—What de yousuppose I did when mother 
told me you were coming? 
He—Oh; I suppose you colored up a little. 
She—Sir!—Awgwan. 


I wanted to read you 





AVIATION TERM 





“Maneuvering in Spirals.” 


(Tiger) 





With the GlleseWits 


irrepressible, Joyous, 
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I Found a Light.” 


“Anybody Have a Cigarette? 


(Froth) 
So Beautiful 
So beautiful she seemed to me, 
[ wished that we might wed; 
Her neck, ’twas just like ivory, 
But alas, so was her head. 
—Awgwan, 


News From the Front 
Madam, I am sorry to tell you that your 
brother has just had his arm shot off in battle. 
Loving Sister—Now isn’t that a shame—and 
I had just bought the dear boy a pair of gloves 
fora birthday present.—7 ger. 


A Monologue 
““What’s a monologue?” 
‘4 monologue is a conversation between hus- 
band and wife.” 
“‘T thought that was a dialogue.” 
“No; a dialogue is where two persons are 
speaking.” —Punch Bowl. 


Didn’t Look 
Lord Reginald—What did Susanne wear at 
the Van Style’s dinner party? 
Lady Killer—Dear me, I don’t know. I 
didn’t look under the table—Purple Cow. 


Good 
Dean—What is density? 
Hansen—I can’t define it but I can give a 
illustration. 
Dean—The illustration is good, sit down.— 
Awgwan. 
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“‘Hi, there—come out of that!” | 


Little did they dream—the small boy running away | 
from home and the deck hand who found him hiding 
under the boat—little did they dream that for this 
small boy this was the beginning of the most dazzling 
career that has ever befallen the lot of any American. 
That little Mississippi boy in his cheap little clothes, | 
was to stand with the great of the world—was to be | 
the companion of kings—was to reign forever a kindly 
spirit in the hearts of the people of all the world. For | 
that boy was our own 


MARK TWAIN 


Incomparable, supreme—superb—yet so sublimely | 
simple, so much one of us—our own—that with our | 
admiration and our pride is a love greater than words 
can tell. 





The joy of eternal youth is 
in Mark Twain—for he never 
grew up—not in all his sev- 
enty-four years. The feelings 
of eternal truth were in Mark 
Twain, for his was a wisdom 
we are just beginning fully 
to know. 


Low Price Sale Must Stop 

Mark Twain wanted every- 
one in America to own a set 
of his books. So one of the 
last things he asked was that 
we make a set at so low a 
price that everyone might 
own one. He said, “Don’t 
make fine editions. Don’t 
make editions to sell for $200 
and $300 and $1,000. Make 
good books, Books good to 
look at and easy to read, and 
make their price low.” So 
we have made this set. And 
up to now we have been able 
to sell it at this low price. 

Rising costs make it im- 
possible to continue the sale 
of Mark Twain at a low price. 
New editions will cost very 
much more than this Author’s 
National Edition. Now the 
price must go up. You must 
act at once. You must sign 
and mail the coupon now. 
If you want a set at a popular 
price, do not delay. This 
edition will soon be with- 
drawn, and then you will pay 
considerably more for your 
Mark Twain. 

SEND COUPON—NO MONEY—TODAY 

HARPER & BROTHERS Established 1817 NEW YORK 





Z HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin Square, 

Send me, all charges prepaid, a set of Mark Twain's 
works in 25 volumes, illustrated, bound in handsome 
green cloth, stamped in gold, with trimmed edges. 
not satisfactory I will return them at your expense. 
Otherwise I will send you $1 within five days and $2 





a month for fourteen months, thus getting the benefit 
of your sale. JUDGE 5-4. 


Name. 


iddress 


The Failure’s Viewpoint 


ON’T imagine that it is necessary for 
you to know much or be much nowadays. 

It isn’t. There is little premium put upon 
intelligence or achievement. The man that the 
world is looking for is the fellow who can 
““get by” with the blessed little that he has, 
whether that little be money, brains or ability. 

Nowadays nobody asks, “What did you 
accomplish?” Everybody smiles confidently 
and wonders politely whether you “got by” 
all right. Success has become a matter of 
nerve, adroitness and finish. The speech that 
is made doesn’t have to contain much thought 
or good ideas, but it does have to be put over 
with style and finish. You don’t have to work 
at your job, but you do have to get away with 
it in good shape. You don’t have to be really 
righteous and charitable. Goodness, no! But 
to be fair to yourself you should leave the 
impression that you are. 

Success is merely a matter of successful 
publicity. Look to your press agent if you 
would go up—on earth. Get the goodly outside 
and slip the rotten core over on the easily 
gulled boobs that constitute the public. Keep 
up appearances and your reappearances and 
your ultimate disappearance will take care of 
themselves. Seem, seem, seem,—and seem 
some more; until you and everybody around 
you believe that you are what you seem. 

This, above all: Don’t be old fogy enough 
to want to win on merit. Merit pays only on 
posthumous publication, and even then it pays 
little enough. 


For Value Received 
By S. E. Kiser 


N many ways she intimated 
That I aroused her admiration; 
I need not say I was elated 
Or that I loved her conversation; 
We sat alone and ate and tarried 
Long after others had departed; 
The cares by which I had been harried 
Slipped from me, leaving me light-hearted. 


How beautiful she was! She hinted 

That if all people thought as she did 
I would be winning praise unstinted, 

My worth no longer left unheeded; 
I gazed across our little table 

My eyes made glad, my senses swaying; 
There never was in rhyme or fable 

Such lovely things as she was saying. 
The waiter handed on a platter 

A bill that might have jarred me sadly 
If she had not been there to flatter 

And cause me to receive it gladly; 
I knew that she had over-praised me; 

Her smiles were like the rarest spices; 
The appetite she had amazed me— 
But smiles are cheap, whate’er the price is. 


Some Girls 


Some girls grow up and marry; others 
marry and grow up. 


Why? 
“Why does the circus always skip Wash- 
ington?” 
“It can’t 
Congress.” 


Stand the competition from 








a> Leslie-Judge 
Representatives WANTED 
In Small Towns and Country Districts 


Wwe want you to help us introduce to the firesides 
of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE, 
and the magazine of the happy side of the movies, 
FILM FUN, and America’s Only Illustrated News- 
paper, LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 

Young men and young women (17 to 21) preferred. 
No experience necessary. We teach and help you to 
secure subscriptions for three and six months and a year. 
No Single Copy Sale. 

Use your spare time evenings, holidays, etc., and earn 
from $5 to $25 a week, or put inall of your time and 
earn double this amount. 

Answer quickly so you can start now. Give population 
and description of town, township or territory you think 
you can cover. 


SUB-AGENCY DEPARTMENT 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 




















The Pedestrian 


By McLanpsurcu Wi son 


IFTY car to speed me far 

The tempting salesman showed, 
From winter sleet and summer heat 
Protection on the road. 


I would not wait nor hesitate 
In other years than this, 

I’d heed the call and spend my all 
To own such rolling bliss. 


I’d empty yank the baby’s bank 
Without a guilty sign, 

Nor hold aloof from mortgaged roof 
To call the beauty mine. 


The Third Loan comes—I count the sums, 
Although the car I prize 

I can but think upon the brink 
How many bonds it buys. 


Worse Than War Fare 
Black—I see in addition to a black eye that 
Tinker has two front teeth broken. 
White—Yes, someone made him eat his 
words! 


The Fount of Knowledge 

“Pop, what is repartee?” 

“Repartee, my son, consists of thinking, 
when it is too late, what we might have 
said if we had only thought of it in 
time.” 


Not Too Big 
“Where you been?” 
“Rocky Mountains—shooting party.” 
“Big game, eh?” 
“So so. Dollar limit.” 











Correct 
“Eddie,” said the teacher, “what is the 
meaning of the word ‘fractious?’”’ 
“Tt’s the way a feller feels when he’s been 
studyin’ fractions.” 


Taste 
Hokus—Pneurich has extremely loud taste 
in dressing. 
Pokus—Not a marker to the loud taste he 
displays in eating a plate of soup. 








You can now afford to wear 


GenuineDIAMONDS 


at Barnard Impoits 








tells you all you want to 


know about diamonds— 
| howto buy them, safely and intelligently 
—whydiamondsaretheworld’sbest 
investment—how I save you 35% 

by direct importing and eliminat- 
ing all middlemen—how because 
my business comes from all over 
the world, I can succeed in spite 
of small profits—how I can afford 
to sell mountings at factory cost 
—how I offer diamonds in seven 
















Ignatias Barnard 
President 
qualities and all carat sizes, so that you can now afford to 
wear genuine diamonds at my less than wholesale price. 


Send No Money! 


You take no risk under my free examination 
plan. Just select your diamond and favorite setting from 
my book and I will ship it so that you can examine it with- 
out the slightest obligation to buy. My costly De Luxe 
Book of Diamondsshowsthe world’s most sensational dia- 
mond bargainsand I back them withthe only 


Bankable Money-Back 
GUARANTEE 


Issued only by Barnard— Diamond Headquarters 
permits you to cash in your diamond investment within 
one year and to exchange at full value at any time. A 
written legal certificate of carat weight, color and value. 


Prices going up every day, save money 
by writing immediately ! 


Barnard & Co. 
Diamond Headquarters 


N.W.Cor. State & Monroe Sts.,Dept. 2988), CHICAGO, U.S.A. 
Use this upon tor Free Book 
/ BARNARD & CO., bept. 20885 \ 


N. W. Cor, State & Monroe Sts., CHICAGO 
|| Without expense oF obli lation, mn. please send me, Free postage \ 








paid, 1918 De Luxe 
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The Heroine’s Choice 


Ry Water G. 


AID the Author: “I can’t do much with 
~ that heroine of mine. 
I have made for her a hero full of 
speeches bold and fine. 
I have made him tall and handsome with a 
most distinguished air 
And have filled his life with troubles, 
but she doesn’t seem to care. 
He’s as full of noble sayings as a cheese 
is full of skippers, 
But she tramples that poor heart of his 
beneath her dainty slippers. 


Dory 


She is bound to wed the villian who’s a 
fiend in human form, 

‘For’, she argues, ‘he has proved his love 
to be both true and warm; 

And his plots are really clever—such an 
energetic man! 

Just as soon as one pet scheme is foiled, 
he springs another plan. 

If he ceased his wooing of me, 
sure I’d woo him; 

For he isn’t like the hero—he has got 
some ginger to him.’ ”’ 


I am almost 


Such Dreams 
“Shakespeare speaks of the stuff that dreams 
are made of.”’ 
““My wife cooks a lot of it.” 
Prize Liar, Anyhow 


Sunday-school teacher—Name a fisherman 
mentioned in the Bible. 


Tommy Tuffnut—Ananias. 














“The mission of this paper is to preach the 
gospel of cheerfulness.’ 





Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second~ ‘lass mail matter 
Cable address “ Judgark,” Telephone 6632 Madison Square. 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company, 
Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P.  Sleicher, Sec’y. 
Perriton Maxwell, Editor 
A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. A. Waldron, Literary Editor. 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers - - - ------ $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbe TS-- 2.50 
Thirteen weeks 1.25 


Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 
or post: al order 
The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain. 
If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 


BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1917 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, et« 
Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex- 


ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
all ae sign countries add $1.00 a year. 

DGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts 
or “drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 
that purpos 








Advertising Department Offices 
Brunswick Building New York 
Tremont Building - = Boston 
Marquette Building - ¢ a 


Henry Building - - 
Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press. 




















“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


HIS clever picture, in full colors, just as it 
appeared on the cover of a recent issue of 
JUDGE, mounted on a heavy mat, 11 x 14, ready 
for framing, makes an attractive decoration for 
any man’s “Land.” 
It will be mailed post free upon receipt of 
twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















The Woman Who Laughs 
By Tue 


HE is not at all attractive. 
no charm. 
I do not like the way she does her hair. 
She has no sparkle. 

I do not like the way her dinners are 
served. All the domestic graces are lack- 
ing in her personality. 

And yet I sympathize with her. 

About all she can do is to laugh at 
her husband’s jokes. 

It’s about all anyone can do to laugh 
at her husband’s jokes. 


MISANTHROPE 


She has 


Answers to Correspondents 
“‘Here’s a woman writes me she doesn’t 
know which way to turn.” 
“Send her a copy of 
lations.” 


the traffic regu- 














Hotel Marseilles 


Broadway and 103 Street sew Work City 


A MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL 
SUBWAY ENTRANCE AT DOOR 


Room & Bath, $2.50 per day up 


CLIFFORD A. STORM, MGR. 





Booklet on request 











WRITE THE \VORDS FOR A SONG 


We write music and assist in securing publisher's ac- 
ceptance. Submit poems on war, love or any subject. 


CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 
638 South Dearborn St., Suite 253, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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How An American Fights 


at bay five thousand Mexicans led by the treacherous, bloodthirsty Santa Anna. Nearly one thousand of 
> death outside the walls of the Alamo before the unerring aim of its handiful defenders. 
Backed against a wall, using the keen, death-dealing ** Betsy” as an iron war club, the old frontiersman still hurls defiance at his © 
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: Twenty Greasers bit the dust before this 
lone American—-sole survivor of one hun- 
dred and eighty who for eleven days held 


the foe already lay rigid in 
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enemies as they swarm about him, leaping like hounds upon a great stag. Yells, curses 
diers as he piles them in contorted heaps before him. 


Read the story of this typical American fighter, one of hundreds so splendidly told by Cyrus Townsend Brady in this Veu 


and groans rise from the stricken Mexican sol- 


’ Edition of 


AMERICAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS—PATRIOT’S EDITION 





Thirty-two Against Three | 
Thousand 


Let not the Hun lay the flattering unc 
tion to his confident soul that inferiority in 
numbers is a serious drawback to the 
American fighting man. Victory in the 
face of tremendous odds is his great spe 





Stories That Stir the Blood 


You will glory in these splendid stories 
of dauntless heroism, of subtle strategy, of 
brilliant tactics. of fierce fighting which 
vitalize the past and make one jealous of 





Given to Prompt Subscribers 


A Copy of the Greatest Fighting Docu- 
ment Ever Penned by Man 


The Declaration of Independence 


Certified by the late John Hay, 
Secretary of State 


A Facsimile in Color, Illuminated by the 


cialty. Marvel over that wonderful mary Coats of Arms of the United States and 
of The Thirty-two American ‘Troopers of the Original Thirteen States. Size 32 
It Against the Three Thousand Sioux War “06 
“a riors at Piney Island, the most remarkable 
ay and overwhelming victory ever won by very American home, every American 
7 soldiers on any field. office, should display on its walls this 
clarion call to arms in defense of human 
of Read how each trooper accounted in rights. 
killed and wounded for thirty-five of the 
gallant red foemen—and this with the use Dedicated to the Loyal Sons of 
of the rifle only. Fighting Sires 
ty These 6 volumes are packed full of just This splendid set of books has just been 
such stories of American prowess and valor. issued in a new form which leaves nothing 
= Not to know them is to miss some of the to be desired as to dignity and attractive 
finest thrills that the whole history of ness of appearance. __ The price named in 
human bravery affords. this offer is considerably under the regular 
Ss . publisher’s price, but our price can only 


be maintained should the immediate re- 
sponse to this offer indicate that we are 
not to be put to a heavy selling expense in 
disposing of this small edition through 
repeated advertisements. Therefore, make 
sure of securing vour set of AMERICAN 
FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS at this cut price by 


are the glorious title, Citizen of the United 
States. You will gain a new conception mailing your order TODAY. 


a > 

—e > 

° n 
EP CT 


of America’s fights and fighters, and take 
increased devotion to the cause to which 
our fighting forefathers consecrated their 





ONLY $1.00 NOW 





1 at lives. and coupon, bring to your door, charges pre- 
S paid, these six inspiring volumes, beautifully 
ugh AMERICAN HISTORY FROM THE AGE OF DISCOVERY bound in cloth, printed on ope paper, in 
rhe thrilling adventures of Hernando de Soto; The Huguenot Colonies; Gentlemen of the Black Flag; Under the good clear type, each volume 814 x 5)% inches. 
“Jolly Roger”; Blackbeard; The French and Indian War; The War of the Revolution; Washington’s Greatest Cam- You will enjoy the illustrations o bab as much 
paigns; Sea Fighters of the Revolution; The War with France; The War with Tripoli; The Second War with England; as the text; and there are maps and plans 
lhe American Wasps and Their ae The Last Battle with England: Border Fights and Fighters; The Creek War; galore. 
sn’t rhe Seminole War; Tecumseh, Greatest of the Indians; David Crockett and the Most Des sperate Defense in American Your money back quick if you do not de- 
History; Sam Houston and Freedom; Indian Fights and Fighters; The Rough Riders of ’98; The War with the Sioux; clare these six volumes the mc st interesting 
Custer’s Last Fight; The Nez Perces War; Chief Joseph's Own Story; The Modoc War; South American Fights and " ae ; 7 7 B T ne 
gu- = Fighters; The Greatest Adventure in History: Tales of Adventure; Stories of Whaling Days; Famous American Duels; ooks you ever reac 31 
Col. James Bowie of Bowie Knife Fame; and hundreds ther stories of thrilling adventure and hair-breadth escape. 
’ 
Don’t Neglect to Send Coupon Today 
== 














BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO 
1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. 


T enclose $1.00, first payment on the set of AMERI 
CAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS, to be _ shipped, 
charges prepaid, with the large facsimile of the Decla- 
ra tion of Independence. I agree to remit $1.00 a month 
for 6 months following their receipt, and a final pay- 
me nt of 50e. Otherwise I wil!, within 5 days, ask for 
instructions for returning them at your expense, you to 
efund my $1.00 on receipt 
5-4-18 
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“Goodness, Daddy! You’re Slow—The Car is Already Jacked Up!” 


| Weed Chain-Jack 
WI It’s Child’s Play to Operate It 


Simply a few easy pulls on its chain lifts 
or lowers the heaviest car while you stand 
erect. Up or down—there’s no labor. 


To operate a Weed Chain-Jack it is not necessary to get down 
in a cramped, strained position and grovel in mud, grease or 
dust under a car to work a “handle” that is apt to fly up with 
i} unpleasant results. To lift a car with the Weed Chain-Jack, 
\ simply give a few easy pulls on its endless chain while you 

¥ stand erect—clear from springs, tire carriers and other projec- 





\ tions. To lower a car pull the chain in opposite direction. 
J by) Never gets out of order. Gears and chain wheel protected 
, * by a stamped-steel housing. Chain heavily plated to prevent 
\\ rusting. Has a strong cap, providing the kind of support 


from which an axle will not slip, while a broad base prevents 
the jack from upsetting on uneven roads. Quickly adjusted to 
\\ any required height by lifting the screw and spinning the cor- 
rugated “collar” shown in the illustration. Try it yourself— 
Mi you will never be satisfied with any other jack. 
Days’ Trial 

















\ If your dealer does not have them, send $7.50 for any size for pleasure cars or 

\ $15.00 for the Truck size, and we will send you one, all charges prepaid. For 
delivery in Canada send $8.50 for any size for pleasure cars or $16.00 for the 

> Truck size. Try it 10 days. If not satisfied, return it to us and we will refund 
your money 


The Jack 
That Saves 
Your Back 
















. MADE IN FOUR SIZES 
. Height When | Height When |Height When Raised ‘ 
Size Lowered Raised | With Aux. StepUp| Price 
8 inch 8 inches | 12% inches 14% inches $ 7.50 
10 inch 10 inches | 15% inches 17% inches 7.50 
12 inch 12 inches | 18%inches| No Aux. Step 7.50 
12 in.Truck} 12 inches | 19% inches| No Aux. Step 15.00 























The 8 inch and 10 inch sizes are made with an aux- 
iliary step as illustrated. When in operative position 
this step adds two inches to the height of the jack. 


SS 
American SS 
Chain @mpany, Inc. 


Bridgeport,Connecticut 





| In Canada DOMINION CHAIN CO.,Ltd. Niagara Falls,Ontario. 











